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In token of a Sincere Friendship. 


THE HEART THAT WAS OF STONE HAS 
BECOME, A HEART OF MOLTEN FIRE 


AND she, weary of ‘‘ her heart of stone,” came 
unto the man in the house that stood by the 
sea; and he, seeing her poverty and distress, 
took her in to live with him, for he was a good 
man. The girl waxed strong again under his 
care, and in her turn looked after him, and in 
her heart grew that most wondrous of all 
feelings, “Tove.” She loved the man; but 
his eyes were blind and he knew not of it. 

The man was a poet, and his song was of 
‘the past.” So also was the girl, and hers 
was the song of “the future.’ She was fair 
to look on, and he a very Apollo ; yet he loved 
not as Apollo. 

And it came to pass one evening, during the 
last nights of the Old Vear, the maid sat by 
the man in the house of ‘ All that was once 
Beautiful” ; and without raged the tempest, 
and the hail fell upon the sheltering windows : 
and her heart was full to over-brimming, for 
her love waxed strong. Taking the hand of the 
man into hers, she said, “‘ I love thee.” 

The man turned his beautiful eyes upon her, 
and they were wet with sorrow: and he an- 
swered in the softest of voices, “Nay! Love 
me not, for I have already loved! Hark! 
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Far back in the past, before Adam fell through 
Eve, I loved! Her lips were sweeter than 
honey, sweeter than the nectar of the Gods on 
Olympus ; redder than vermilion were her lips, 
redder than the cloak of the King of Assyria ; 
far redder than the gay spears of the hunter. 
As ivory were her teeth, whiter than the ivory 
of the throne of the King of Jerusalem—whiter 
than the raiment of the daughters of Vesta. 
Violet and purple were her eyes ; richer in hue 
than the purple of the cloak of Caesar; more 
sparkling than the stars ; clearer than the star 
of Bethlehem. Like unto the sun was her 
visage: like unto the sun of Egypt sparkling 
on the waters of the Nile! Her hair was of 
gold, richer than the gold of kings’ tables ; her 
figure, taller than the cedars of Lebanon, and 
more graceful than their branches were her 
limbs. Her feet were the feet of a goddess ; 
her arms were as the arms of Venus; and I 
loved her. She offered unto me but a morsel 
of her love, whilst I wanted the whole; and 
she left me, and lives now in the temple ol 
‘Women who but live after the Vanity of their 
own Pleasures.’ Her heart was but a heart of 
stone’’; and the man was silent. 

“And thou—where dost thou live ?”’ en- 
quired the girl. 

“T’ answered the man, “ live in the House 
of ‘All that zs Beautiful,’ for I still worship 
my Ideal. She is dead to the world; but to 
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me she is not dead. Although her heart is a 
heart of stone, mine is a heart of fire. But, 
maybe, by now she 1s changed.” 

“ Do women always change ?’’ whispered the 
girl. 

‘“ Always,’ replied the man ; “ woinen change 
to make men wise. Yet,’ he added, with a 
smile, kissing a miniature he carried round his 
neck, ‘‘she was my ‘Ideal,’ and in my eyes 
she never changes,’ and as he disappeared up 
the creaking stairs, she heard him murmur, 
“Her heart is a heart of stone and my heart 
is a heart of fire.” ey 

She fell forward and buried her head in her 
hands. And she wept: for she loved him 
much. And while the man slept, she took her 
few belongings and went out into the night. 
She went forth and communed with herself ; 
and she faded as a lily plucked irom its bank 
of moss. Coming again unto the man, she said, 
‘She whom thou lovest is dead.”’ 

The young man turned and took the maid in 
his arms, and kissed her on the brow, saying, 
‘Unto you be peace.’ And the girl sank into 
a chair, not understanding. And the man arose 
and said, ‘‘Come! let us go and seek the 
‘Palace of Love that Endureth for Ever,’ and 
dwell therein.”’ 

And the man and the maid leit, and a great 
storm arose; and blew away the root oi the 
house}sand beat down its walls, and tore up 
its plants. 
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And the man, seeing the havoc of the storm, 
said, ‘‘ See, the ‘ House of all that zs Beautiful ’ 
has become the ‘ Ruins of Utter Desolation,’ 
And the girl sighed, and answered not a word ; 
for she knew that it was the ‘“ House of all 
that was Beautiful.’ And the man took her 
in his arms: took her lips between his own, 
and pressed them as he would a luscious fruit. 
He smiled into her violet eyes; he smelt the 
perfume of her golden hair, and as he kissed 
her he knew that ‘‘ The heart which was of 
stone had become a heart of molten fire.” 
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THE LILY. 


It was Christmas, and the young man prayed 
for “ All that 1s Beautiful’; for he was an 
artist and created things which others could 
but imagine. And he loved his art; so great 
was his passion that he loved his art more than 
he loved his God. Yet God heard his prayer 
and sent unto him His handmaid; and in the 
hand of the damsel was a lily of snow-white 
pureness ; and the maid gave the lily unto the 
man; and the man was amazed and said, 
“Woman, what do you bring me ?”’ Andc the 
handmaid of the Lord replied, “I bring thee 
what thou askest.’’ And the man laughed a 
laugh of bitterness and answered with scorn, 
‘“T begged for ‘ All that is Beautiful,’ and ye 
bring mea lily. The flowers of the field wither 
and die—that is not Beauty, for Beauty is Art 
which cannot die.’?’ And she looked sore dis- 
tressed and said, “I brought you a lily, which 
thou dost scorn and trample under thy feet— 
what wouldst thou if I brought you one like 
unto a woman, divine in form and fair to look 
upon ?”’ 

‘Then I would worship her, for she would 
be Art personified—bring her unto me.”’ 

And the handmaid of the Lord departed ; 
and the young man was weary and fell asleep, 
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and in his sleep he dreamed, and this was his 
dream :— 

He was lying asleep upon a mossy bank in 
the “‘ Garden of Sorrow’’; and a young girl 
divine in form and fair to look upon came and 
sat by his side; and she was as radiant as a 
water-lily and more fragile than a slender stem 
of glass; and her eyes were as the eyes of a 
Goddess and bright was her hair, brighter than 
the golden corn waving in the summer wind ; 
and soit was her skin, softer in colour than the 
silks of China and Japan. And the man loved 
the maid; but the maid was not of his world, 
for she dwelt in the ‘‘ Garden of Sorrow.” And 
she leit the young man; and he, being an 
artist, loved the girl who was so beautiful, and 
smote upon his breast and wept tears of despair. 
For Love gnawed at his soul and he was sorrow- 
jul; so great was his sorrow that he would 
partake of no sustenance, and waxed ill, and 
was nigh unto Death and naught could save 
him; and the girl fragile as a stem of glass 
pitied him, and went into the “‘ Land of All 
that 1s Beautiful” and plucked the “ Lily of 
Life,” the smell of which alone could save him, 
and brought it unto him, and he smelt the 
Iragrance of the flower and was saved! And 
his dream changed and he found himself in the 
‘Garden of Things which abide but for a 
Moment.’ And the girl with the eyes of a 
Goddess came unto him and they kissed ; for 
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they loved each other much. And the man 
was happy, and talked much with the maiden 
of Love—of the world—and of his Art; and 
looking round he saw statues of marble and 
bronze, gold and silver ; and tapestries of silk 
adorned the walls; and pictures in divers 
colours represented all the good things of God. 
But the things of God were not there ; and the 
man looked again and sought for the Lily 
which had saved his life. But no Lily could 
he find, nor any of the flowers of the field. 
And he was very sad, and said, “‘ Why do not 
the flowers of the field grow here in this garden ? 
—all Art is here but Nature’s Art.’ And the 
maid answered him and said, ‘“‘ This Garden 1s 
of Things that abide but for a Moment —the 
things fashioned by man—the flowers of the 
field, the trees of the forest, the birds and the 
creatures that live therein, abide in ‘ Lhe 
Garden of all that is Beautiful, where live the 
things that are fashioned by God.’’ And the 
young man said, ‘Cannot we go there?” 
“Nay,” said the maid; “‘ ye were offered the 
Lily, the Lily of Innocence and Purity, but ye 
scorned the gift ye asked for, and now ye 
cannot attain your desires but by striving, 
prayer and fasting.” And the young man wept, 
and said, ‘‘ But I knew not the value of the 
gift that I was offered’ ; and the maid replied, 
“So say all men—ye are blind and ye know 
not God.”’ 
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And the young man awoke and was filled 
with a great sorrow; and he looked on the 
world in a new light, and followed the narrow 
path of Light which leads to Eternity ; and 
from that day forward he loved God better 
than his Art. And his eyes were opened, and 
he saw the art of man, as a flower that fadeth ; 
but the creations of God, as a beam of light 
stretching into eternity. 
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A FABLE 


THERE was once a man, and the man loved ; 
and the man likened his love unto the nectar 
of the Gods; but the man loved not one or 
even two women, but Woman. And the man 
was sorrowful; and in his sorrow he met a 
woman. ‘The woman was young, little more 
than a girl, and she looked as if the Angel of 
Sickness had visited her. Under her bright and 
luminous eyes was the shadow of violets— 
violets deeper in purple than the shades of the 
Eastern night—richer than the royal purple of 
the Cesars; and the purple gave to her eyes 
an unnatural glow, and the man felt drawn 
towards her, for she also was sorrowful! And 
he took her away with him from kindness of 
heart, and they lived in the Palace of “‘ Kind- 
ness.’ And the Palace was of marble; rare 
and precious were the stones of which it was 
built, and each stone was a “ Kindness’”’; and 
the Palace stood on the rock of “‘ Love,’ and 
the waters of “Shame” lapped the foot of it ; 
and the man and the maid lived together and 
were friends. 

One night while both sat and gazed at the 
chastity of the moon, he turned and looked 
anxiously into the depths of her eyes, and the 
violet lines were no more, for the Angel of 
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Sickness had departed from her, and a ruddy 
slow betokened the visit of the Angel of Health. 
And the man looked at the silvery water and 
longed to drink thereof, for the waters of 
Shame surrounded the rock of Love. And the 
man and maid drank of the waters of Shame, 
and behold all was changed—the stones of 
‘“ Kindness ’’ became stones of “ Deceit’ ; the 
chastity of the moon became so white—white 
as the parched flesh on the breast of a leper. 
And the waters of Shame arose in an angry 
tumult and carried the man and maid with 
them; and the man and the maid struggled 
not and went to the utmost depths thereot ; 
and on their way they passed many hideous 
monsters that lived in the waters: ‘ Greed,’ 
‘“ Covetousness,”’ “‘ Deceit,’ and “ Lying,’ and. 
other venomous creatures, till they came to the 
Palace of Vice, and they lived therein many 
days. 

And it came to pass that the man and the 
maid were sitting one night on the balcony of 
the Palace, and the darkness of the night was 
lit by naught except two tinselled lamps—the 
twin stars, Sensuality! And the man looked 
at the maid and saw that the Angel of Disease 
had visited her—and the violet under her eyes 
was as the violet of the eyes of a harlot—and 
her eyes were brighter than the eyes of a snake, 
and her lips were full of juice—redder than the 
juice of a pomegranate. ‘Then the young man 
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hated himself, and prayed for deliverance ; and. 
there was a tush of mighty winds and he knew 
no more. When he awoke he found himself in 
the “ Palace of Forgetfulness,” and he had 
forgotten. ‘The Past was past, and the Present 
was the present ! And one day when wandering 
he came to the Temple of Knowledge, and 
opening the gates thereof he went in, and 
seated on a throne of ivory was a figure whiter 
than marble, and in her hand was the Rod of 
Remorse. And she smote the man with the 
Rod of Remorse; and the Palace changed 
from the Palace of Forgetfulness into the 
Palace of Regret. And he remembered, and 
knew not what to do. And while he thought, 
the Figure of Knowledge spoke to him and 
said, ‘‘ Art thou sorry ?’’ And he answered, 


“Tam sorry.” ‘‘ Wilt thou repair that which 
is destroyed ?”’ And he answered, “ Verily, I 
wish to.” ‘‘ Then thou must go through Hell ; 


art thou ready to do so for HER?” And he 
answered, “‘ Yea, anything to save her.” | 

And the man was in Hell six months, for he 
lived within the Palace of Regret and was 
tortured with the Rod of Remorse. And at 
the end of six months, Knowledge came and 
said unto him, ‘‘ Thou hast suffered the full 
penalty ; go unto her.” And he sought her at 
the court of the Palace of Forgetfulness, but 
he found her not, and was in great sorrow. 
And Knowledge rebuked him, saying, “ Fool, 


16 A FABLE 


thou need’st not look far—she also lives in the 
Palace of Regret.’’ And the man rushed forth 
and searched through all the rooms of the 
Palace, and at last he found her strung on the 
Rack of Remorse. And deep were the lines 
on her face, for she had suffered much, and he 
released her, and as he did so, behold, “ He 
that understands all things’? appeared unto 
them, and they knelt before Him; and he 
smiled not unkindly on them, and said, ‘“ Ve 
are as one.’ And while He thus spoke the 
Palace was changed from the Palace of Regret 
to the Palace of “‘ Love that endureth for 
ever.” And the man looked about him, and 
all was changed. The sun shone golden in the 
sky, and the fruit of the tree of Knowledge 
ripened before their eyes ; and the waving corn 
stood high in the fields, and below them ran 
the river of the “‘ Tears of Repentance”; and 
the birds sang the song “ Of Love that is not 
perfected till Death’?! And the man turned to 
look at the maid, and she was as radiant as 
the summer sun, and he said, ‘“‘ Dost thou 
forgive ?’’ And she turned her eyes on him 
and their lips met ; and the kiss was the Kiss 
of Forgiveness, for they lived and were happy 
many days, and in the great Hereafter they 
still live in the Palace of ‘‘ Love that endureth 
for ever.” 
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“HIS WAS BUT A CONSCIENCE” 


Wuat is ‘“‘ Misery’’ ? What 1s it that causes 
the mind to get into that particular state called 
‘‘ Misery “ ? 

Unhappiness is merely an action of the mind, 
the causes of which may be nothing but a 
depressed spirit, depressed not knowing what it 
wants; but real Unhappiness—what causes 
that 2? A Heart! You cold Northerners who 
have no heart may laugh at me who have but 
a broken one—a broken, a disappo nted heart ; 
a heart that beats for one who 1s dead—dead— 
dead. Death is an ugly thing—it has an ugly 
sound. Say ‘“ Death’’ many times, and it 
sounds like the tolling of a bell or a tick of a 
clock—like the ticking of the clock that stood— 
Well, I am going on too fast. Suffice it to say 
I am Guiseppe—that is enough ; and may God 
not rest your soul if ever you penetrate beyond 
that name; I am Guiseppe to you—to God I 
am nothing—to the Anti-Christ a subservient 
varlet. But let me explain! Even as I sit 
here I can hear the God, I know what a 
conscience is | 


Night has fallen, and with it the Furies chase 
my soul and the sound of Death eternally 
B 
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echoes in my ears; many years ago it was 
different, as different as night is from day. 
Once more do I live in my childhood; and 
what a childhood, a childhood of peace, ot love 
and of all things that are good. And I was 
happy—happy until one day while playing in 
the fields I met a little girl—a mere child, the 
offspring of the sea. Her name in English 
would be ‘‘ Rosemary.’ She was as radiant as 
the summer sun, and the sound of her voice 
was as the voice of a lark. And her eyes! 
Brown were her eyes, deeper in hue than the 
dusky skin of the Arab, softer than the velvet 
on the throne of the King of Nigeria. So 
wonderful were her eyes! And she was but 
eighteen. And I—what was I? A mere youth 
of twenty summers. And we learnt to love ! 

At first we were Platonic—our friendship 
was so spiritual and pure that nothing seemed 
to disturb it. And, now when I think of it, I 
realize it could not have been otherwise. For 
a lily pure sown amongst a bush of thorns will 
never grow, but die. Her spiritual purity was 
choked by the thorns of the flesh, the many 
sins which man is heir to. Yet, in face of all 
this, her snow-white purity remained unstained 
for many a day ; and in spite of all my longings 
I was unable to say a word—the word which 
would make her mine. 

Being the eldest son of an impoverished 
family, I was already betrothed ; an agreement 
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had been signed that I was to marry “ Isotta,’’ 
daughter of a large silk merchant ; for which 
honour he was paying over to my tamily a 
sum of 5,000 francs yearly and allowing me on 
the day of my marriage a portion which, if 
properly invested, would bring in about double 
that sum. Thus had it all been arranged. 
And I—what did I feel but a sickening dread 
of the whole affair? In my youthtiul prayers 
I begged the Madonna that my future bride 
might die. But, as Fate always decrees, she 
happened to be particularly robust and oi 
splendid constitution ; a girl with thick ankles 
and coarse hands. And her face—perhaps her 
face was beautiful; but in comparison to 
Rosemary’s—well, she had the face of a woman 
and Rosemary that of a saint. So I was un- 
happy, and she was but eighteen. At eighteen 
the heart yearns for love. 

Still, however, our friendship remained en- 
tirely Platonic—and still were we pure. Yet 
for all our Platonism we were romantic, for we 
read the Poets, and even tried our hands at 
writing sonnets. Here is the simple translation 
of one she wrote to me; it is Platonic, yet 
behind lurks the shadow of Love: 

‘Love of my life as Damon of old, so 
am I like to Pythias who would have died 
for him; of such magnitude is my regard 
for you. So.call me by that name I love 
best—call me sea-dew (Rosemary—sea- 
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dew)! Sing Chibiabos unto me; and with 

the wonder of thy voice will I be made to 
sing of all that is most wonderful to us— 

our friendship. A friendship so sacrosanct 
would have put Venus herself to shame: 

a friendship for ever amaranthine. And 
may you for ever love me as I love you!” 
Many scenes can I recall, that would do all 
good to hear, scenes of the most holy friendship 
ever known, that must have lived, had I not 
been as Samael. Many of my darts had been 
dipped in the cup of goodness, but one was 
filled with virulence: the bitter poison of 
Passion, the child of Sensuality which lives in 
all. But the child in me waxed strong, for 
there was warm blood in my veins, and the 
child fed on my blood as the vulture feasts upon 
his prey. Thus fell I 
Many a time did we wander in the wood by 
the shores of the little lake—a lake of peace 
and beauty; and soft were the shades that 
fell upon its waters, the shade of the loity 
pines, so verdant in the summer sun, so shelter- 
ing in the heat. Under the shade of the trees, 
we used to sit and discuss many things. And 
oiten as I sat, I unconsciously compared the 
glow oi her eyes to the glow of the sun upon 
the bark of the trees, and her face—her face 
was the face of a Madonna (may God forgive 
me this !), more beautiful than the painted face 
olf our Madonna in the little chapel of ‘“‘ San 
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Giovanni.’ Her lips were ruddier than the 
cherry and as moist as the waters of the lake. 
And her face was never still: thoughts, emo- 
tions, passions, all flitted across that wondrous 
face as the breeze rippled the waters of the 
lake. Often did I think thus. But then there 
was no passion in my thoughts, for I knew not 
her heart. But one night I dreamed a dream, 
and in the dream I saw her heart; and the 
dream was this :— 

“I lived in Olympus and my home was 
among the Gods—yet what I was I knew not— 
the Gods called me Asmodeus ; also the inter- 
pretation of the name I knew not. And I 
lived there many days and was surpassingly 
happy. And it came to pass that one day 
when conversing with Jupiter he said unto me, 
‘It thou art in truth like Asmodeus, who can 
see through all things, wish you not to take a 
flight over some town, and whatsoever is taking 
place in any house find visible to thine eyes ? 
The roofs shall no longer form a screen, and 
even into the hearts of those you love shall thy 
vision penetrate.’ My peace of mind thus by 
Jupiter disturbed, I went. 

And the wings on my back guided me over 
the sea, across the Aigeean to the home of my 
fathers—to the little village wherein dwelt the 
love of my life. And everything appeared 
strange unto me, for I saw only what was 
‘Teal ’—nothing but ‘ reality ’ did I see—noth. 
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ing was veiled, but all laid bare ; the cloak of 
falseness and deceit had fallen from everything, 
and at whatsoever I looked I saw ‘ The Truth.’ 

“ And I gazed upon the little chapel of San 
Giovanni and saw within; and the Madonna 
no longer had a painted face, and no longer in 
her hair wore tinsel; her face was the face of 
the ‘Madonna’ and her crown a crown of 
lilies. ‘The altar of God was bare—on it were 
no candlesticks or woven flowers—naught was 
upon it but the ‘ Pyx,’ and around the ° Pyx’ 
was a glorious sheen and light ; and the light 
was the Love of God. And around the altar 
stood angels, seraphim and cherubim ; and in 
their hands were harps, lyres, zithers, cymbals, 
and every other kind of instrument, and in the 
church there was a wonderful harmony, and all 
things seemed to blend within the sanctuary. 

‘“ Fyven as I looked I saw the priest, and his 
thoughts were laid bare before me. His thoughts 
were the thoughts of the angel, and a halo of 
light was round about him and protected him, 
for outside the halo were all manner of creatures, 
and I knew that they were ‘Sins.’ And I 
remembered the past, how I had scoffed at 
him and called him ‘Fool,’ and as I thus 
thought he prayed for me, and my heart was 
filled with Shame. Then gazed I at all other 
manner of men and women who were praying 
in the church—and the. very secrets of their 
hearts were laid bare before me and I was 
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shocked ; yet had I not often thought thus too 
in God’s Holy Temple !% The women thought 
of their clothes, their invitations, their 
‘liaisons,’ of all things but God—the men 
thought but of the women. Men live but for 
Wealth or Women; women live but for them- 
selves. Thus it was with the ‘Rich and 
learned.’ But those who were poor and un- 
cultured—their minds thought of God; their 
hearts were filled with reverence for the Holy 
Priest. ‘The poor were saints, the rich hypo- 
crites; and then I understood that saying— 
‘How hard it is for him that hath riches to 
enter the Kingdom of Heaven.’ 

“And even as I looked there entered one 
more beautiful than the rest, and I knew her 
to be mine. And the secrets of her heart were 
laid bare to me also, and there was no halo 
about her head, tor she thought but of Love 
and of me; and I discovered that she loved 
me more than her God, and my heart was 
filled with pride. And the Sin of Pride awoke 
the other failings of the flesh, and I craved 
aiter her form, and longed to ravish her beauty ; 
and I saw that she could not say me ‘ Nay,’ so 
great was her love for me. And hastily I flew 
across the clouds to Olympus, and Jupiter 
seeing me, said, ‘ Well, friend, art thou satis- 
fied ?’ and I replied, ‘I am satisfied.’ And 
Jupiter laughed,.saying, ‘ Verily in truth art 
thou Asmodeus.’ ”’ | | 
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And I awoke in a raging fever, and the blood 
coursed in my veins, and yea—even then—had 
I sinned, since I desired—pbut actually what I 
desired I knew not for many days. 

And as the days passed my desire became a 
passion, and in my sleep had I no rest, and in 
the day I was not as I used to be—even with 
her. And as my desire waxed strong, her life 
became sad ; more and more sorrowful did she 
become, and the tender look in her eyes became 
alive with fire. And I laughed, tor I knew she 
loved me. The colour left her cheeks and her 
head hung as a drooping lily, and she waxed ill 
and I saw her not many days. And my passion 
became a mania, and at night I strolled the 
fields around her house, and it I had dared I 
would have entered it; but the time was not 
yet. 

And she was ill many months, for she thought 
my friendship for her was dead. And in that 
she was right, “‘ for out of friendship had come 
desire, and from desire had sprung my passion ; 
and the passion had become a mania ; and last 
night the mania became a deed.” 

It was the dead of night, and the silvery 
moon bathed the cottage in its shimmering rays ; 
but the cottage itself was in darkness. But I— 
I could discern a window near the sloping roof ; 
and in that room lay my desire, and naught 
could hold me back. And I climbed the roof 
and opened the window, and the maid was 
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asleep. And I entered the room and was lost. 
But the maid moved not in her sleep, and I 
knelt beside the bed, and conscience was thrown 
to the winds; and I put my arms about her 
and drew her tcwards my body and pressed 
her heart against my heart. And my lips met 
hers, and hers were cold—colder than the icy 
winds ; and in horror I started to my feet, for 
she was “ dead ’’ ! 

And as I gazed horror-struck at my desire, 
I understood. And it seemed as if her voice 
spoke to me saying, “‘ Out of friendship comes 
desire ; out of desire comes passion; out of 
passion comes vice; and the guardians at the 
portals of Vice are the satellites of Death ; so 
I enter not alive.’ And I knew why she had 
died, for she could not have said me “ Nay,” 
and her Purity was more to her than her Lite, 
and I could not have married her. Would it 
were so with all women ! 

And there was silence in the room of Death 
—the clock ticked and that was all. And Il 
fled. And whithersoever I flee my conscience 
ticks as the clock in the room of Death; and 
I am afraid. 

Yea, verily, I have sinned, for a “ thought ”’ 
is a “‘deed’’ in the eyes of God. And I had 
desired ; and I was angry, for I had been 
baffled of my desire ; and I cursed God for not 
fulfilling my desire, for a wicked thought is a 
wicked deed in the eyes of God. And I am 
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mad with despair, and in my despair my con- 
science ticks as the clock in the room of Death, 
and ior ever will it tick—that 1s my punish- 
ment. : 

People say I am mad with grief, for my Love 
had died. But I am mad because God baulked 
me of my desire; and the sin is done in His 
eyes. “ For a thought 1s a deed.’’ And I have 
had no pleasure for my sin—and so I live mad 
—and so will I die mad—and so will I live 
with the tick, tick, tick in my ears till God 
sends me to my Master. Asmodeus—Asmodeus 
—tick, tick, tick. Out of friendship comes— 
tick, tick, tick—— A thought is a deed in the 
eyes of God. And I am afraid. 


FINIS 


ED. NoTE.—Asmodeus (The Destroyer), the demon of vanity and 
dress, called in Talmud ‘“‘The King of Devils.” Also the companion 
of Don Cleopas in “ The Devil on Two Sticks ”’ (Chap. ITI.). 

Don Cleopas, catching hold of his companion’s cloak, is perched 
on the steeple of St. Salvador. Here the foul fiend stretches out 
his hand, and the roofs of all the houses fly open in a moment, and 
show the Don what is going on privately in each dwelling. 

Rosemary is Rose-marinus (sea-dew). Is said to be “ useful in 
love-making.” The reason is this: Both Venus, the love-goddess, 
and Rosemary or sea-dew, were offspring of the sea; and as Love 
is Beauty’s son, Rosemary is his nearest relative. 
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A LOST SOUL 


[Found among the papers of a homicidal lunatve. 
Efforts were made to discover if the story 
were true, and it has since been proved that 
they were only the hallucinations of an 
unsound mind.| 


THERE was a time when I had loved her, and. 
this love has withered as an autumn leaf and 
has died. And now, was it a delusion—a foul 
hallucination of the mind, that I hated her— 
hated her with the uttermost abundance ol 
hate—of loathing and disgust ? And why ?— 
why ? As I sat, wrapped in the dark mantle 
of sin—-wrapped in the spasms of deluded hate, 
poring over many learned and musty books 
dealing with Alchemy—as I sat thus in my 
sanctum, a cold shiver ran through my blood 
—a shiver of hate—a shiver of fear—fear for 
what I might do, what I was about to do; a 
fear of the purple-hued curtains that hung over 
my door—a purple—a juicy purple—a bruised 
purple—purple like to the purple marks on the 
throat of a man I had known—a man who had. 
died, whom I had strangled—and in his will he 
left me these curtains—a memento of—of his 
death! And instinctively I felt my hand 
stretch out and clutch the candle on my desk, 
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and the candle was as pulp in my hands—and 
I looked at the pulp and it was white, as white 
as her throat. Ah—I felt a longing, an intense 
longing, to dig my nails deep into that sym- 
metrical throat—that soft, velvety flesh—the 
ecstacy of that moment when I might compare 
the marks I had made to the purple of my 
curtain ; and the curtain shivered as she would 
shiver—as she would shiver at the end—that 
last shiver of life—life young, sweet and tender, 
and that first shiver of death. And once again 
I sought peace among my books. And as I 
read, I heard strains of heavenly music wafted 
to my ears—strains ethereal that thrilled my 
heart—strains I had the power to stop at any 
moment with a tiny pressure of my hand. And 
I looked at my hand; it was a long, bony 
hand, and the skin was tight drawn over the 
delicate fingers, and the nails—ah! my nails. 
And as I admired them unconsciously I picked 
up my scissors to trim them—and I trimmed 
them into fine and delicate points, and the 
sharpness of the points were as the sharpness 
of a needle; and I could see the blood—the 
warm, red, and juicy blood—flowing from the 
pricks they made, the stabs that would cause 
her death. And in my excitement I dug my 
nails into the cushion of silk that lay at my 
feet, and the nails entered it, and before my 
eyes the cushion appeared to ooze forth blood- 
ted blood—and I picked the cushion up and 
kissed the blood—the sweet—red—and juicy. 
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On and on—trill after trill sounded from the 
mellow notes of the piano, and my hate in- 
creased. The rippling notes made me think of 
the gurgle of the blood gathering in her throat 
as I pressed the dainty neck! Drip, drip, drip 
—was I dreaming that I heard her blood? 
Ah! perhaps it was the rain. Fear seized me 
again, and the purple curtain shivered for the 
last time. The piano stopped and all was 
silent. An awful silence! And in the silence 
I heard a light footstep—a tripping footstep— 
approaching. It was She. She—ha, ha—the 
supreme moment of my life had arrived—the 
moment to gratify my ambitions—to fulfil my 
destiny—to kill—and I dug my nails into the 
palms of my hands and watched the blood flow. 
And that blood—I drank that blood as I would 
drink hers! Behind me the door opened, and 
I turned. 

There stood my Livia—Livia whom I had at 
one time loved, and who would have died for 
me. Livia! who would have to die ior me 
now—to gratify me—to feed my lust. Ah! l 
had determined to taste her blood! She looked 
white, she looked startled ; could she suspect ? 
If so I was lost. But I had determined to kill, 
and so, digging my nails into my flesh, I smiled 
at her and said, “ Be seated, Livia—my Livia.” 
And Livia sat upon the couch under the canopy 
of the curtain of purple—and she looked pale, 
my Livia, very pale, and I alone knew that 
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soon she would wear the pallor of death. And 
as I looked at her, I wondered if she would be 
more beautiful in death than in lite; and my 
eyes wandered to her dainty throat. 

The room was dark, being lit by only one 
light—the light of the red lamp that stood 
upon my desk. Moreover, the room was full 
of mysterious vibration, the cravings of two 
hearts ; there sat my Livia—her heart craved 
for my love, my heart craved for her blood. 

Livia was beautiful. Two large azure eyes 
lit up the beauty of her noble brow and golden 
locks which hung loose upon her shoulders. 
She was clothed ready to sleep—to sleep to 
Eternity in her night-gown of dainty pureness. 
Her arms were bare, those arms which had 
hung around my neck each night; yet to- 
night And such hands, such tapering 
fingers, such pretty nails, well kept, well 
polished ; not as my nails—hers were red with 
the redness of vermilion, mine would be red 
with the redness of blood! Such graceful legs, 
what dainty ankles surmounted her tiny feet, 
now covered with two tiny slippers of a blue 
shade—a shade that matched her eyes. Yet 
these things I scarcely noticed, for I could but 
look at her throat—her dainty throat which 

“God, what was that?’ I eried, tor the 
storm had burst, and the rain clashed against 
my pane. And Livia came towards me; and 
some good spirit within me wished to warn her 
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of her danger—of her fate. But the voice was 
dumb and would not speak ; and she took my 
hand in hers, and as she saw the blood she 
started, and stared into my face; and on her 
face there was a look of fear. And I smiled 
into her eyes, and kissed her on the forehead, 
and she knelt at the foot of my chair; and 
where I had kissed her there appeared the 
mark of blood; and I gazed at it, for I was 
fascinated ; but she paid no heed to me, mur- 
muring, ‘‘ Henry, poor Henry.’’ And her sym- 
pathy increased my anger against her, and my 
lips burnt to taste her blood. But my sub- 
conscious mind pleaded with her to retain my 
hand, for J knew that as soon as she let it go 
her lite would pay the forfeit. And there we 
sat while the storm raged without. 

An hour passed, and my heart was ravenous 
for her heart—and yet another, and another. 
And then I laughed—the laugh of a fiend. 
And my Livia started, and in starting released 
my hand—and my hand was free. With a 
cry I sprang to my feet, and in doing so upset 
the lamp—and all was dark. Yet I could see 
—I knew her whereabouts for the kiss, that 
was the kiss of blood burnt on her forehead, 
and in the darkness it glared as a red lamp— 
and in that ruddy glow I saw my Livia raise 
her eyes in fear, and the azure blue stirred the 
depths of my passion, and I was lost. With 
a chuckle—ay, how I chuckled as I advanced 
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upon her and thrust my nails deep into her 
eyes, and clawed her face as an eagle claws 
his prey. My nails sank deep into her neck 
and she uttered not one sound—and the blood 
flowed from the neck ; and I kissed the blood, 
and drank the blood, for I was thirsty unto 
death. And I laughed and laughed, for I was 
delirious in my joy; and springing to the 
window, I threw it open, letting in the morning 
light ; and I turned and looked on the thing 
I had killed. And behold the marks on her 
throat were of purple—deeper than the purple 
night in the deserts of Arabia—and her arms, 
that were so supple, were limp—limper than 
sheets of liquid lead in the furnaces of the 
North. And her form was as the form of an 
angel, and her blood was as the nectar of the 
Gods—and I loved her blood ; and with a cry 
I sprang forward to drink more of the wine of 
life—but suddenly all was changed. A sharp 
pain stabbed my heart, and I stood as one in 
a dream—and the air was filled with the 
fragrance of lilies, hyacinths, violets, and nar- 
cissus—the air itself was steeped with perfumes. 
And the wind blew softly, and the whispers of 
the wind were as choirs of angels welcoming 
my Livia to their happy land. And I turned 
and looked upon the maid, and lo !—I was 
punished | 

My senses reeled for what I had done; I 
had killed the thing I loved. Ay, verily, I was 
punished : for I loved her. 
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I knelt beside her and tried to bring her back 
to life—staunch the wounds upon her neck—to 
open her eyes—the eyes which I had pierced ; 
but could not, for she was ~ dead.’”’ A demon- 
iacal laugh echoed in the room. I started, and. 
in the glass I saw the face of a tortured fiend, 
and on his hands were blood. I shrieked aloud, 
but the walls echoed back my cries—and the 
face was my face, and the hands were my 
hands, and the blood upon them was her blood 
—and the blood would not come off! The 
blood was about my lips, and it was her blood ; 
and in my mouth do I everlastingly taste blood, 
and it is her blood! And in my utter desolation 
did I shriek aloud. And in answer came the 
laugh of my tormentors. I feel them tearing 
at my throat, I feel them pulling my limbs 
asunder ; and yet I cannot die. Satan! Satan 
mercy! My heart is torn in pieces and is 
roasted on the spit of Hell—is eaten; my 
blood is drunk—as I drank her blood; my 
eyes are blind and I see not—yes, I see, but only 
one thing do I see—a perpetual stream of blood 
flowing from her throat—from that shapely 
throat—blood—the red blood—the blood that 
I had tasted—the blood that I had drunk |! 

And now I feel my flesh covered with worms, 
large, fat, full-blooded worms, eating into the 
very marrow of my bones! If only I could 
weep! But my eyes burn as two furnaces in 
my heart; only I could shed tears of repent- 

C 
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ance, but my eyes are heavy and will not 
weep. 

Now again my skin is falling off me, and my 
tormentors force me to drink my blood— 
bitterer than the stagnant waters of the 
‘“ Witches’ Pond ’’—fouler, more full of loath- 
some things than the putrefying blood of an 
animal—and to eat my flesh covered with 
imaggots and slime, slimier than the slime on 
the body of a toad. 

And now again I must drink her blood— 
drink the blood of her I love. Pity! Pity ! 
Thus must I eat, thus must I drink to Kternity 
because I killed the thing I loved, because I 
drank the blood of her I loved—this must I 
do; thus must I live—my body is as the body 
of a toad; and all day long do I hear the 
gibes of my tormentors. Ah, pity, pity— 
Livia—my Livia ! 


FINIS 
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THE TEMPLE OF ISIS 


TuE girl sat pensive and silent as the weary 
camel, jogging her to and fro, trotted across 
the endless tracts of sand. Behind her lay the 
little town of Amiris, with its white temples 
littering in the fading light of an Eastern sun ; 
on either side stretched long, irregular rows of 
towering sand dunes ; in front lay the endless 
track; in the far distance was a solitary 
caravan; and beyond, the ever-winding path 
was lost to sight in a low ridge of barren rock 
behind which the sun had already begun to 
sink, leaving the sky a wondrous purple. So 
rich in colour was this canopy of the Eastern 
night even to surpass the hues on a Yorkshire 
moor. 

As the girl gazed at the fast setting sun, tears 
welled in her eyes, for it was the sunset of her 
life: her decline was not decked in glorious 
purple, rather in sackcloth and ashes, for she 
was very young and fading before her time. 
She was tall, nearly six foot in height, slim and 
elegant. Her eyes were of that deep purple 
which is so rare, except among the girls on the 
West Coast of Ireland, and to match her 
wondrous eyes she possessed an abundance of 
beautiful red hair which hung so gracefully 
over neck and brow ; an altogether lovely head» 
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surmounted a beautifully curved neck, such a 
dainty chin! Such lips! Lips that Cupid 
would have loved to kiss, and such a pretty 
nose ; a skin purer than the snows of Iceland ; 
and teeth whiter than the pearls of the ocean. 
Was it not a sad circumstance that this beautiful 
human lily should be fading ? She was young. 
Yet she was dying. She was healthy ; yet one 
foot was in the grave, for “her soul” was 
dying, and dying from a broken heart. A 
heart ruthlessly broken by a man; she was a 
cast-off. What a heartrending tale ! 

The camel jogged on and on, and the girl 
sat with a heavy heart listening, as it were, to 
the silence of the desert, and to the step of 
the camel. Her brain did thump—thump— 
thump. On her left, not far away, stood a 
little oasis ; she gave a sigh of relief, as it was 
her destination. Then once again tears welled 
in her eyes, and the two Arabs who accom- 
panied, seeing her distress, dropped behind. It 
was not till night had drawn in that they 
arrived. 

The village built in this lonely spot was 
nothing better than a few mud huts. It 
possessed only two stone buildings—one, an 
ancient and marvellously preserved temple 
attributed to the age of Cleopatra, but in fact 
far older. The other, the so-called hotel, which 
was completely surrounded by a long and 
bright emerald green verandah. ‘This quaint 
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village possessed a bazaar and all the other 
necessities of a little Egyptian town, and on 
account of its beauty had become the resort 
of a few English travellers who needed nothing 
but rest and quiet. 

So did Eve arrive at the Garden of Eden— 
not Eve the temptress, but Eve the lovable, 
who had been discarded for another—EHve the 
miserable—Eve the dying. 

As the last streak of red faded from the 
purple canopy of heaven, she dismounted from 
the jolting camel, and entered the hotel with a 
srateful sigh of relief. The old dame, a native 
of France, who kept the hotel, and who spoke 
but a little dog-English, met her at the door. 

‘“ Ah, Mamzelle, at last! Parlez-vous fran- 
cais? Yes, I see you do, just un petit peu! 
But no matter, I speak good English, don't Ie 
You are fatiguée; then I will show you your 
room—this way, Mamzelle,’’ and the old dame, 
her face wreathed in pleasant smiles, led the 
way up the creaking stairs. 

“ Ah, Mamzelle,’’ she said on arrival, “ you 
have ze best rooms in ze house. Ah! Out, 
Mamzelle will live here. You see two more 
English come to-morrow. Mamzelle not pleased ? 
No, I don’t know. But a newly married couple, 
so you will not be very dull! But then you are 
so charmante, everybody must love you. Ah! 
no! Well, they ought to. You are fatigued— 
I will go.” 
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The old dame hurried at once to the femme 
de chambre, a fellow-countrywoman to whom 
she confided all her troubles. ‘‘ Ah,”’ she said, 
‘“ Mamezelle est tres, tres triste ; pauvre Mamzelle.” 
That was all. But both understood. 

The long journey and her conflicting emotions 
had tired Eve somewhat, and having a bad 
headache she took supper in her room and soon 
after retired for the night. But she could not 
sleep, for she was feverish and very restless. 
oO rising from her couch, she went to gaze at 
the vast expanse of sky lit up by the countless 
stars. There before her stretched the desert, 
full of unknown paths; its dunes, its terrors, 
and its storms; and she realised the greatness 
of God and the immensity of His power. ‘This 
spot to her was a Paradise. In this place she 
could be happy. She could love; but as she 
thought of love, her features hardened and her 
brows contracted, and she gave one little sob 
which came from the depths of her heart ; and 
God looked on her with pity. She returned to 
bed and dreamt of the happy past, when first 
she had met the man who had cast her aside. 

It was Ireland, and she heard the waves 
beating on the shore, as happily she ran, with 
her basket in her hand, unshod and untidy, on 
her homeward way. ‘Thus had she met him, 
and he had stopped her and asked her the 
way, and she had guided him. After this they 
met oiten; then one day, as the sun smiled 
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on them, he had kissed her. And from that 
moment all was bliss, till two years later, tired 
of his fisher-girl wife, he deserted her, but 
leaving her ample money to enjoy life. Of 
what use to her was his money ? It was his 
heart she wanted. ‘This she could not attain, 
so left her native shore for a land of rest and 
peace; a land of sunshine; a land of vast 
extent among the honoured relics of former 
generations. 

When she awoke she was in a raging fever, 
and was confined to her bed for nearly a week. 
During her fever the other visitors had arrived ; 
the man was tall and handsome, and could not 
have yet reached, the age of forty. The woman 
—evidently his mistress—looked dissolute and 
vicious, and pretty only with the alluring 
beauty of a harlot. 

On the fourth day after their arrival they 
quarrelled, and the woman left him with many 
a curse. 

Next day, Eve, feeling weak and ill after her 
fever, went out for her first walk in the little 
village. As she descended the stairs she passed 
an open door. In that room sat the man. 
As she passed he looked up; he started from 
his chair, but not a word came to his lips. 
She, not seeing him, passed on; and as she 
disappeared, the man sank back into his chair 
and wept as a little child. 

Some time after he arose and left the little 
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hotel to seek her. He found her in the Temple 
of Isis. Two long rows of pillars stretched the 
whole length of the temple, and at the farther 
end was Eve, praying for a blessing in front of 
the naked figure of Isis. There under the dome, 
and in the mystic holiness of the temple, she 
prayed to God to bring him to her. The lurid 
shadows, cast by the mighty pillars and high 
statues, fell in all directions over the marble 
floor. In this cold sanctuary Eve prayed ; and 
God answered her prayer. 

The man came from his hiding place and 
advanced. She did not hear him. He touched 
her hand; she did not feel him. He took her 
in his arms; yet she did not move. He looked 
into her eyes; she noticed him not, they did 
but stare. He kissed her on the lips; yet she 
did not feel. For she was dead ! 

A wail rent the stillness of the temple, and 
he rushed forth into the desert. On and on 
he ran, till at length he sank exhausted on the 
sand. Around him lay the desert in all its 
stillness. As he thus lay a mighty terror seized 
him, and the stillness of death crept over him, 
and the sun sank for the third time since his 
flight. And, as the black wings of Death 
eniolded him in her arms, he smiled—for she 
had forgiven. 
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“MARY OF MAGDALA” 


AND there was a man, and the man was rich ; 

for he was a prince among merchants, and. 4 
Jew. And the man lived in a palace of marble, 
the columns of which were of onyx; and in 
the inner court thereof were many women— 
girls of Syria and Silicia, Arabia and Persia, 
Greece and Gaul, and of the Islands in the far 
North. They slept on couches of gold; and in 
their hair were precious gems. ‘They were fair 
to look upon ; and he loved them all. 

And his palace was filled with many good 
things ; for he kept an open table, and all new- 
comers to the City of Zion were welcome at 
his house. 

And he numbered his friends among the 
Romans, the Rabbis, and the Pharisees ; 
and he was beloved by all. Vet he was not 
happy. 

And the man possessed great riches ; so that 
all the youth of Zion were assembled at his 
house. Among his friends was one Varius, a 
philosopher, born at Rome; and to him alone 
did the young man confide his trouble. 

And it came to pass that one day as they 
sat at meat the young man said, “ Varius, my 
friend, tell me what is Love.” 

And Varius pondered somewhat, and then 
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answered him, saying, ‘‘ Love is Love; naught 
else describes it, unless ‘ folly ’ be the word.” 

“ But,” replied the young man, “ that true 
Love which is real devotion 1s not folly.” 

To which Varius answered, “Ii all Love is 
selfish, and it is, then it 1s not true LOVEes: 

Then, ” said the young man, Bea's shall 
I find true Love ?”’ 

And Varius, shrugging his shoulders, replied, 
‘“ Nowhere.” 

To which the young man, somewhat heated 
by wine, in turn replied : ‘““ By Moses and Aaron 
I will not rest until I find it! Look at me ’— 
and his voice faltered as he spake,—"* am I not 
beautiful ? Am TI not rich ? Am I not beloved ? 
Is there anything that I have not got? And 
yet I am unhappy, and it is because one thing 
is missing, and that is ‘ real Love.’ ”’ 

And the young man went out into the streets 
—and so filled was he with his own thoughts 
that he did not notice those who saluted him 
not those that did not; and the wine was in 
his head. And before him walked a woman ; 
and her step was as the step of a harlot, yet 
her figure was that of a goddess. And the 
young man walked faster till he was within a 
few cubits of her ; and she smelt of honey and 
flowers. Her hair was filled with the odour of 
jasmine; and the young man’s senses were 
stirred, and he lusted aiter her. 

Her cloak was of black ; and upon it sparkled, 
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as it were, many silver moons. And the same 
had a gauzy effect; and beneath her cloak 
peeped two white feet, whiter than ivory, and 
on her feet were silver sandals, and black were 
the cords that bound them; and the cords 
showed off the whiteness of her skin. And the 
blood ran as fire in his veins. 

And at this moment the woman turned, and 
her eyes sparkled as the stars; about her 
mouth was a smile of pleasure ; and red were 
her lips and white were her teeth. All this 
could he see beneath the gauzy veil. And he 
spoke, saying, ‘“ Whereof art thou ?”’ 

And she replied, and her voice was as a silver 
bell, “Of Magdala—and thou ? ”’ 

“ Of Zion.” 

‘And whither goest thou ?”’ 
| eo Love and the goddess of Magdala 
eads.”’ 

And she laughed; and her laugh was the 
laugh of pleasure. 
| And he took her to his home, and clad her 
in white raiment and gave her many slaves. 
He dismissed his other women; for he loved 
her much, but not more than she loved him. 
And the young man was contented, and said 
to himself, “‘ Now I have found ‘ real Love.’ ” 
|But Varius shook his head.] 

And at that time the young man traded much 
with other countries; and being young and 
inexperienced he entrusted all his wealth in one 
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ship instead of dividing it amongst many. And 
the ship was destroyed in a great storm, whereby 
the young man was ruined. 

And the young man came to the woman and 
said: ‘‘ Once had I honour, friends and riches ; 
now all have forsaken me, and I am as the 
dog in the street. Take all that is leit and 
depart ; for no longer can I keep thee.” 

And the woman kissed his hands, saying : 
“Thy life is my life; thy world, my world. 
I am thy slave; do with me as thou wilt, but 
let me remain with thee. For thou art the 
light of my eyes and I love thee.” 

And the young man was filled with a great 
wonder, and said, ‘‘ Never have I seen such 
devotion ; this is Love.” 

And he departed and took the woman with 
him; and they lived together many months 
and were happy. 

But Varius shrugged his shoulders when he 
heard of it, saying, “‘ But a little while and she 
will depart from him.” 

And it came to pass in those days that Jesus 
came from Galilee to Jerusalem. Huis fame was 
noised abroad before Him. And the woman 
wondered at His fame, and a great fear came 
upon her. 

And she went to meet The Man; and as He 
approached an unknown feeling seized her 
heart, and she loved The Man—not as she 
loved the other, but with a love far greater, far 
nobler, an unselfish and burning Love. 
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The Man turned His eyes upon her and she 
wept ; and straightway she went home and 
came to the young man, and sat silent before 
him. 

And the young man, noticing her silence, said 
unto her, “‘ Why art thou so silent ? ”’ 

And she replied, saying, ‘“‘ My Lord, forgive 
me, but I wish to leave thee; why, I cannot 
tell, but go I must.” 

And the young man wept many tears, im- 
ploring her to remain; but she would not. 
And seeing that she was determined to go, he 
cursed her, saying, “‘Go, thou ungrateful har- 
lot.’” And she hung her head and departed 
from him, 

And it came to pass that one of the Pharisees 
desired Jesus that He would eat with him. 
And He went into the court of the house and 
sat down to meat. And the woman passing by 
beheld Jesus at meat; and straightway she 
went and bought an alabaster box of ointment 
and came and stood at His feet behind Him 
weeping, and began to wash His feet with tears, 
and did wipe them with the hairs of her head, 
and kissed His feet, and anointed them with 
the ointment. 

And they that sat at meat wondered at Him 
and He, knowing their thoughts, said, ‘‘ Simon, 
I have somewhat to say unto thee.’ And he 
saith, ‘‘ Master, say on.” | 

" There was a certain creditor that had two 
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debtors: the one owed five hundred pence and 
the other fifty. And when they had nothing 
to pay he frankly torgave them both. Tell Me, 
therefore, which of them will love him most ? 2 

Simon answered and said, ‘‘ I suppose he to 
whom he forgave most.” 

And He said unto him, “‘ Thou hast judged 
rightly.’ And He turned to the woman and 
said unto Simon, ‘‘ Seest thou this woman? | 
entered into thine house and thou gavest me 
no water for my feet; but she hath washed 
my feet with tears and wiped them with the 
hairs of her head. ‘Thou gavest me no kiss ; 
but this woman since the time I came in hath 
not ceased to kiss my feet. My head with oil 
thou didst not anoint; but this woman hath 
anointed My feet with ointment. Wheretore I 
say unto thee: her sins, which are many, are 
forgiven; for she loved much; but to whom 
little is forgiven, the same loveth little.” «And 
He said unto her, ‘“ Thy sins are forgiven ; thy 
faith hath saved thee ; go in peace.” 

And the woman departed, praising God. 

And the young man, looking altar off, was 
amazed and said to himself, ‘‘ What manner of 
man is that ?”’ And Varius smiled, saying, 
“ Did I not say, There is no Love ?” 

And the young man was passing sorrowful 
many days, and knew not what to do. And 
whithersoever he went he met The Man Jesus, 
and the woman was always with Him. And 
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alway did she look at the man and Love shone 
in her eyes ; but not the love of the flesh. And 
the young man became sadder and sadder, 
while the woman appeared filled with an un- 
known happiness. 

And it came to pass that Jesus was brought 
before Pontius Pilate and was condemned to 
death. And when the young man heard of it 
he shuddered ; for he knew that Jesus was a 
good man. And he followed in His train to 
Golgotha, and near him walked the woman. 
And the young man stopped, for a chill of fear 
was in his bones; but the woman followed 
alter Jesus to “The Place of a Skull.” 

And it was about the ninth hour; and there 
was a darkness over all the land. And Jesus 
cried with a loud voice, saying, ‘‘ Father, into 
Thy hands I commend My spirit.””’, And having 
said thus He gave up the ghost. 

And the woman knelt at the foot of the cross 
and watered the ground with her tears. And 
the young man was sore troubled. And towards 
him came two men: the one Varius, the other 
a stranger whom he did not know. And he 
enquired of the stranger, saying, ‘‘ Why did He 
not come down from the Cross? He saved 
others, Himself He could not save.” 

And the stranger replied, saying: ‘“ He died 
tor us; He died that we might live hereafter 
in the land of Angels. He died that our sins 
might be forgiven. He died ’—and the stranger _ 
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pointed to the woman kneeling at the foot of 
the cross—‘ for her; He died for you; He 
died for all.” 

And the young man wept many tears and 
said, ‘‘ Teach me to love Him as she loves 
Him.” 

And the stranger replied, ‘‘ Many times have 
ye sinned against the Lord, yet He forgives © ; 
and he raised his hands in blessing over the 
young man, saying, ‘‘ Thy sins ate forgiven 
thee.’ And the young man was filled with a 
new life; and he accompanied the stranger to 
the foot of the cross and kissed His Feet. 

And Varius, standing afar off, saw but two 
figures at the foot of the cross. And their eyes 
were turned upon Him Who had died for them, 
and from their eyes flowed the tears of repent- 
ance. When Varius saw it he said, “That is 
Love.’ And straightway he came to the 
disciples and was baptized oi them, and preached 
the Gospel in many lands. 
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THE TRAGIC HISTORY OF THE CALIPH 
HAROUN ALRASCHID OF BAGHDAD 


AN EASTERN ROMANCE 


[lt ts written (but to Allah alone belongeth true 
knowledge and wisdom !) in the chronicles of 
the Caliph Amiag of Baghdad, that hereafter 
1s recounted the true story of his predecessor, 
the Caliph Haroun Alraschid of illustrious 
memory, who died a tragic death at the hands 
of fate.| 


AnpD in the latter years of Caliph Alraschid, 
when he was nigh to threescore years, he became ~ 
a man ol sorrow ; for three years previous had 
he lost his only son Nourredin, which came to 
pass in this way. Nourredin, being an adven- 
turous youth, demanded of his father to allow 
him to travel; and many times did the Caliph 
his father dissuade him from such enterprises. 
But at length he was forced to yield, such 
persuasive powers did his young son exercise 
over him. And, owing at that time an em- 
bassage to the King of the Indies, he entrusted 
it to him, and loading with many rich gifts he 
set sail from the port of Balsera with a fair 
wind. From that day to this naught has ever 
been heard of him; neither of the boat nor of 
D 
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the crew. And the Caliph broke his heart, for 
he was his only son and the light of his eyes. 

And it came to pass that one day, as the 
Caliph was proceeding to the Mosque of the 
Prophet, as was his custom, he chanced to look 
up, and espied the face of a young girl who was 
looking out into the street ; and her countenance 
was as the early dawn, and the light in her eyes 
kindled the fire in his blood and he gazed 
longingly at her. 

But when she found herself under scrutiny 
she hastily jumped back into the room and 
closed the lattice of her window, blushing. 

And all that day was the Caliph disturbed in 
body and soul, for he longed for her embrace 
and waxed passing sad. And next day, as the 
Caliph proceeded to the Mosque of the Prophet, 
was the casement of her window shut, and he 
was angry thereat, for he craved after her. 

And oft as the Caliph passed along did she 
keep her window shut; yet a little later each 
day, when a certain young man, a stranger to 
the town, passed, did she open her lattice and 
smile upon him; yet but once did he look up. 
And each day as he passed he knew that she 
looked upon him, and was glad thereof ; and he 
felt the blood quicken in his veins, for she was 
wondrous fair to look upon, and he began to 
love her. 

And for six days did the Caliph traverse the 
street, yet never again saw he that vision fair, 
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And on the seventh day, when seated in his 
private room, he called his favourite Vizier, 
Amiag, unto him, and said: “I know that 
thou lovest me as a father, and I love thee as 
a son; so tell me, who was that damsel who 
looked out upon us seven days gone by as we 
traversed the road that leads past my gardens 
to the Mosque of the Prophet ?” 

And Amiag was much startled at the affection 
of the Caliph, and it displeased him greatly ; 
for at that time was he conspiring against his 
master, to overthrow him, and to seize the 
throne in his place. Yet he answered not, for 
he knew not who the woman was. Neither did 
he care, for women displeased him, and Ambition 
was his master. . 

And the Caliph was angered as Amiag 
answered him not, and being vexed in spirit he 
exclaimed: ‘‘ Allah is great, and, verily, he 
hath damned me, for he loveth me no longer, 
{fn that every time I turn or move he doth 
frustrate me, and gives me not my least desire ; 
for I love her, and desire to make her of my 
flesh and bone. Have not I lost my only son, 
and what compensation hath Allah bestowed on 
me? Naught, as yet!” 

And the anger of the Caliph subsided as the 
waves after a storm, and sorrow came into his 
voice as he continued: ‘“‘ And ’tis five years 
since I lost the lad! Ah! woe is me, and 
Allah hath indeed cursed me.” And turning 
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to Amiag he said: “ Knowest thou that my 
son had a little mark over his left breast, and 
the little mark was the shape of a tiny star ? ”’ 

And Amiag smiled to himself, for he knew of 
it, and, moreover, knew where a man with such 
a matk dwelt; yet, feigning ignorance, he 
replied, “‘ Nay, sire, I knew it not.” 

At this moment was heard the tinkle of a 
silver bell, for it was the time of audience. 
And the Caliph entered the hall upon the arm 
of his favourite. 

The audience being over, the Caliph beckoned 
his Grand Vizier to him, and said unto him, 
‘“ Can’st tell me, who liveth in that house which 
borders on my park ?’”’ And the Grand Vizier 
bowed low before him, saying, ‘“ Commander of 
the Faithful, indeed can I answer thy question, 
for the house belongeth unto me and mine; 
and therein dwelleth my daughter Zobeide, the 
light of her father’s heart.”’ 

And the Caliph was much surprised thereat, 
for already had he married one daughter of his 
Grand Vizier, and knew not of Zobeide; so 
said, “‘ Methought that thou livest nigh to the 
Mosque of the Prophet, and that thou hadst 
only one daughter, her who is within my 
harem.’’ 

And the Grand Vizier replied, saying: “ In- 
deed thou speakest the truth as alway, in that 
I live by the Mosque of the Prophet ; but my 
sole remaining daughter lives apart from me, 
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for she likes to be solitary seeking aiter 
Love.” 7 

“Then Love,” exclaimed the Caliph, and 
there was a note of fierceness in his voice, as of | 
passion, ‘‘she shall have ; for in the name Of © 
Allah will I make her chief among my wives.” 

And the Grand Vizier was deeply moved, for 
he knew not his daughter’s wishes; yet an- 
swered he, ‘‘ Thou sayest.”’ 

And the Caliph ordered the chief of Kunuchs 
before him, and told him to bear the best ol 
jewels and dresses unto his future wife. ‘“‘ And 
say unto her, ‘My master, the Caliph Haroun 
Alraschid, Commander of the Faithful, sendeth 
ereeting unto Zobeide, saying: In three days 
from now shalt thou enter my harem, and on 


the seventh night after thy entry will I make ~ 


thee my wife. May Allah bless thee!’” And 
he dismissed the chief of the Kunuchs and the 
Grand Vizier from his presence. 

And the Grand Vizier went forth with a 
heavy heart to take the news unto her he loved, 
for he knew not how she would receive it. And 
it happened that about the same hour the young 
man passed along the street leading to the 
Mosque of the Prophet ; and his instinct told 
him that she of the wondrous eyes looked down 
upon him. Yet dared he not gaze up, SO 
tumultuous were the beatings of his heart, and 
he hastened on his way. But as he departed 
down the street a female of the household, a 
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young Circassian slave of great beauty, ran 
after him; but she did not catch him till he 
reached the market-place, so quickly did he 
walk, for love gnawed at his heart. But on 
reaching the square, he stood still for a space 
lost in profound meditation ; it was then that 
the slave-girl accosted him, saying, “ Art thou 
in love 2?” 

And he answered her, saying, “* Verily, thou 
sayest so.” 

“ Could’st thou love me, then ?”’ replied the 
young girl, And if the young man had not 
loved so deeply, he would have taken the young 
girl unto him, so lascivious was her manner. 
Yet he answered her, and said: “Nay! Truly 
thou art fair, but she is fairer. Thou art dear, 
but she is dearer; thou art beautiful, but she 
is all-wondrous in her beauty ; and like unto 
Isis is her form. Thou art a flower, but she is 
a woman; and I love a woman.” 

And the young Circassian smiled, saying, 
“And where lives this angel of thine ? ”’ 

And he answered her saying, “ By the park 
of the Caliph, and her house is at the corner 
of the same street wherein dwells Hassan the 
jeweller ; knowest thou her ?” 

And she answered him and said: “ She is 
my mistress, and I am her slave; yet her 
heart is my heart, for we are as sisters and I 
love her. And moreover, sire, every day for 
ten days has she seen you as you passed; and 
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she desires your presence, for her heart beats 
quicker at thy step, for she loves thee. So 
aiter mid-day prayer, repair you to the little 
green gate that gives access to her garden, and 
I will await you to conduct you to the presence 
of her you most desire.”’ 

And she departed from him before he could 
answer her aught, and burying his face in his 
hands he staggered to his home, saying as he 
went: ‘‘ Glory be to Allah, for he is good, and 
all-powerful are His works, for He has granted 
me my prayer. Verily, Allah is to be praised.’ 

After mid-day prayer he betook himseli to the 
house of her he so desired ; and the little green 
gate was open, and the slave- -gitl awaited him 
with an eagerness she had never felt before. 
But when he appeared she composed herself and 
said unto him: ‘‘ Wherefore art thou so late ? 
Many times has my mistress enquired for thee.” 

And the young man was distressed thereat 
and exclaimed: “Alas! I pray she may not 
be offended because of it, for, in truth, I thought 
I was too soon,’ adding as an excuse, “A 
second is an hour to those who love.” 

And the Circassian laughed, and her laugh 
was as a mellow bell. Yet said she: “~ Dost 
thou desire her? Dost thou long for her ? 
Dost thou prefer her to me ? ” 

And he looked at the Circassian, and she 
swayed, against him, but he repulsed her, say- 
ing: “‘ Away! Take me to her whose heart is 
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of gold, and whose skin is whiter than silver 
and whose eyes sparkle as the stars. It is she 
whom I love, not thou.”’ 

And the girl made no reply, for she loved him 
and her heart nigh broke at his roughness ; yet 
felt she happy, for he was beside her ; and they 
entered the garden. And the garden was as 
other gardens in that it was beautiful; and 
all flowers seemed to blossom in its borders and 
its paths were of silver sand ; and on each side 
of the path were lofty palms, and their branches 
shaded the path, so that 1t was pleasant to 
walk thereon even in the heat of the day ; and 
the paths led first one way and then the other, 
and its bends were as the curls in a serpent’s 
back. Yet at length the path ended amidst a 
wild growth of foliage in the midst of which 
was a marble door partially hidden. Yet was 
the door very beautiful, for it was of white 
marble, and the lintel was of green marble and 
the pillars that supported it were of black. And 
the marble was all wondrously carved with 
flowers, and it was beautiful to look on. 

And the Circassian girl tapped twice upon 
the door, and turning to the young man said, 
“ Here abideth Love.” And the door opened, 
and they entered a spacious hall; of white 
marble were the walls, and about them were 
hung tapestries of divers scenes; and trans- 
parent was the root as of glass, yet was the 
whole of white marble. And in the midst of 
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the hall played a fountain, and the drops 
sparkled as the silver fish that swam in the 
basin thereof. And the floor was of tiles, black 
and white were they, and alternately were they 
laid. And at the further end of the hall was 
there a couch, and the couch was of alabaster, 
and about it was hung silks of wondrous shades, 
but soft were the shades and the colours were 
the colours of the rainbow. And amidst the 
silks sat Zobeide. 

And when she saw him she exclaimed, “ At 
length !’’ And the roses mounted to her cheeks 
as she spake. ‘‘ Thou hast been long, sire ; tor 
one hour, and indeed it seemeth one whole day, 
have I awaited thee! Come and sit by me, for 
then can we talk at ease.”’ 

And for a time talked they of many things, 
till at length she desired him to eat with her. 
And after they had eaten and drunk they 
became amorous of each other; and Zobeide 
arose from the couch and knelt at the feet of 
the young man, saying: “ Thou hast skin 
whiter than ivory, and hair blacker than ebony ; 
thine eyes are like the elf’s, in that they sparkle 
with an unnatural light; and thy strength is 
as the centaur’s.”’’ And she paused, and the 
nerves in her body were vibrating with her 
intense longing, and she exclaimed, “ Love 
rAd Log 

And the young man, mad with passion, raised 
her from the floor and drew her into his arms, 
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saying: ““ Kneel not to me, for altogether am 
I unworthy of thee, for I am as the sewage in 
the river next to thee ; my skin is the skin of a 
leper, yours is whiter than the moon and more 
transparent is it; thy hair is softer than 
precious silks’ : and as he talked slowly undid 
he it, and twined it round his neck. ‘“ And 
thine eyes are as the tinselled lamps of Heaven ; 
and I love thee. 

I love thee; my heart {fs all afire 

With craving, longing, mad desire, 

For I love thee.”’ 

And breaking off again into prose, he continued : 
‘Ah! Zobeide, take pity on my love.” And 
Zobeide kissed him on the lips ; and the young 
man seized her and loved her as a wild 
beast loves his mate. 

And the Cireassian maid had smiled until she 
saw his madness, and then she longed also that 
he might press her to his heart, and ran mad 
with jealousy from the place. 

And as it happened, the Grand Vizier, 
Zobeide’s father, was at this moment arriving 
to tell unto her the news; and the Circassian 
maid met him in the way, and was about to 
tell him of the young man and Zobeide his 
daughter, when her heart smote her because 
she loved them both ; and she rushed back to 
watn them of the Grand Vizier’s approach—so 
wondertul is love. 

And Zobeide when she heard of her father’s 
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approach grew tearful for the safety of the 
young man whom she loved, but the young 
man said: “ What matter, Zobeide ? For can- 
not I ask you of him as wife. For you are to 
me as the jungle to a tiger—a necessity.” 

And Zobeide replied: “‘ Nay. Listen! for I 
love you with a love more wonderful than the 
love of God; and it is because I love you so 
that I wish to be thy wife. But my father is 
a strict man, and if he knew that I had had 
intercourse with any man he would never 
forgive me, and my suitor would be but the 
bridegroom of death; so get thee into this 
chest ’’—and she pointed out to him an tvory 
chest in the furthermost part of the hall,— 
“and all will yet be well.” 

And the young man submitted, saying: “So 
sreat is my love that I wish to live.” And 
their lips met and long was their kiss. 

And scarcely had the young man time to 
hide himself before the Grand Vizier entered. 
And he came and sat beside his daughter and 
was silent many minutes, for how to break the 
news to her he had no idea at all ; for somehow 
he thought that it would be displeasing unto 
her. Yet at length spake he, saying: “ Zobeide, 
of a truth thou knowest how I have striven to 
keep thee to myself and that thou knowest no 
man. Alas! those days are past, and a man 
cometh who will bear thee away as his bride. 
Tell me, wouldst thou wed?” 
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And Zobeide replied saying: “‘ Yea! But 
only one man would I wed, O my father.” 

“And who may he be, my child ?”’ 

‘His name I know not,’ continued Zobeide, 
“but every morning passes he this way; and 
his soul has entered into me and I love him.”’ 

And the Grand Vizier was pleased thereat ; 
for he, too, knew of a man who passed every 
day that way, and thought that it was he 
whom she loved. So spake he thus: “It is 
he, and he only, who will wed thee.”’ 

And Zobeide, overcome with pleasure, knew 
hardly what to say, yet at length did she speak, 
saying: “‘ Father, then thou knowest him. 
Tell me, what is his name ?”’ 

And the Grand Vizier replied, saying: ‘‘ He 
is none other than our Lord and Master, the 
Caliph Alraschid.”’ 

And Zobeide smiled, saying: “It is a poor 
joke, my father, for my heart burns to know 
his name.” 

And the Grand Vizier sighed, and buried his 
face in his hands and wept ; for he knew that 
she meant another. At length did hesay: “In 
three days you are to enter his harem, and 
seven days later will he marry thee. The Chief 
of Hunuchs awaits you to give you his message, 
and jewels fit to adorn his bride.” 

And Zobeide replied, and her voice was dull 
and harsh: ‘‘ Say to the Chief of Kunuchs that 
the news hath overpowered me, and beg him 
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to wait awhile till I have recovered ; for, in 
truth, am I ill and weary unto death.” And 
her voice died away as a Swan singing its song 
of death. And the Grand Vizier arose and 
hastily left her. 

And Zobeide was sore distressed and her eyes 
seemed filled with sand, so that the tears 
refused to flow; and with pale face she gazed 
upon the door by which her father left. And 
the young Circassian came and knelt at her 
mistress’ feet, and wept bitter tears, for she 
loved her much. 

Then entered the young man, having heard 
all, and his face was as a face of pale ivory, 
and his eyes were as shining coals and glittered 
as the axe of the executioner ; and his hands 
quivered as the spear of a Numidian hunter as 
he stood behind Zobeide and gazed upon her 
erief. Yet it was but for a short space that 
he stood silent thus, and suddenly, drawing 
himself to his full height, he exclaimed: “ By 
Allah and Mohammed himself, I love thee ; for 
thou, O Zobeide, art the light of my eyes ; thou 
art my sight. Sooner would I kill thee than 
see thee the wife of another.’ And the clarion 
note of a deep passion was resonant in his 
voice as he continued: “ By Allah, the All- 
powerful and Merciful, thou art to me as the 
sea is to the fish, for thou art my taste; thou 
art my smell; thou art my sense of hearing ; 
thou art my touch ; thou art my very feeling ; 
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for in my veins do I possess thy blood; thy 
heart is my heart, thy soul is my soul, for I 
love thee—love thee—love thee. By Allah, by 
His omnipotence, by His greatness, by His 
mercy, by His clemency deliver us from the 
hands of the Caliph.” 

And there was silence in the hall except for 
the tears of the Circassian. 

And the young man fell upon his knees and 
took Zobeide in his arms and laid her on the 
couch ; and lip to lip, and heart to heart they 
embraced. And the Circassian kissed his feet ; 
but he knew it not, for his thoughts were with 
Zobeide. And so they remained for some time. 

And alter a while they awoke from their 
dream of love, and Zobeide said: ‘“ Listen! 
Allah says love is all-powerful, but even more 
poweriul than love is the Caliph. He rules all 
but the heart; and if my heart 1s yours, let 
us love a little, and then we can but die. We 
have ten days, if only thou could’st enter the 
harem, in which to live, and on the tenth night, 
when the moon rises, and the Caliph enters to 
wed me, he will find me the bride of death ; 
dead shall I be, but thou also wilt be dead, 
lying enfolded by my arms. ‘Thus can we die, 
and Allah will be merciful to us, for loves He 
not those who love ?”’ 

And the young man hardly heard the words 
she spake unto him, so overcome with grief 
was he. 
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And Zobeide became despondent, for she 
suspected that his love was waning, and the 
tears welled in her eyes as she continued, 
saying: ‘‘ You once said to me, ‘I love you. 
What do you say to me now that I am to be 
the bride of another ? Dost thou still say, a | 
love you unto death’ ? or does death make 
thee afraid ? Is death greater than thy love ?” 


And the young man was disturbed at her 
words, for he loved her, and turning his eyes 
upon her, he said: “Love is greater than 
death ; for a moment beside thee is like the 
finding of a rare pearl to an impoverished 
merchant, for it brings him much good. So 
hast thou brought me good, even if the good 
ends in death ; for all things end at death but 
love, and my love is everlasting.” 


And she wept tears of joy, tor she knew that 
he was faithful unto her. 


And the young man continued, saying : 
‘“ Zobeide! Hearken unto me; for I believe 
that Allah will show me a way whereby I may 
enter the harem of the Caliph. If only I could 
enter on the morning that thou art to become 
his wife. If only I could enter the night before 
I could love you till the dawn a 

“And then ?”’ 

‘And then death. What matter ? for we 


could but die in each other’s arms. What 
matter ? 
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Love through the night, 
Die in the Light ; 
os What matter?” 

And Zobeide replied, saying: ‘I fear not 
Death, and to die with thee would not be 
Death ; it would be but a dream, from which 
one day we shall both awake and find ourselves 
in a heaven of delight. Death to me is naught, 
for 

I love thee more than I can say; 

Love in the night—die in the day; 

So be it. 

Tisten! Within the harem of the Caliph have 
I a sister—Amine is her name ; and, moreover, 
if there be, as thou suspectest, a secret entrance, 
she will be the one to know of it; and for 
love of me will she tell the secret thereof; and 
I, in my turn, will tell my old nurse who accom- 
panies me; and she, in her turn, will come to 
thee and tell thee.’’ And she called the old 
nurse to her, and gave her her instructions, and 
said, “Is it true, you love me ?”’ 

And the old nurse fell at her feet, and. kissing 
them, replied, “T love thee, no less than he.” 

. Then, continued Zobeide, “swear by the 
God that made thee, that thou wilt obey him 
in all things, no matter what they be.” 

And she answered and said unto her: ‘“‘ My 
life is your life; your life is his life; so my 
life is his life—I swear.” 

"Tis well, and may Allah reward thee.” 
And the old nurse departed from their presence. 
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And Zobeide turned to the young man and 
kissed him on the cheek, saying: ‘‘ Each day 
will I await thee here till the day cometh when 
I must part from thee, and thou shalt love 
me; for thy kisses are sweeter than honey, and 
we have but three days in which to devour the 
comb; and all must be eaten, for none of 
Love’s sweets must remain untouched.” 

And each day he came unto her, and they 
lived in Paradise. But the Circassian lived in 
Hell ; for she, too, loved him much. 

And on the third day they parted. Yet 
before he left Zobeide he spake unto her saying : 
“Fach day will I sit beside the lake of the 
Caliph, and each day must thou be rowed 
across the lake so that I may gaze upon thy 
beauty; and on that day on which thou 
discoverest from Amine, thy sister, the entrance 
to the harem, bear in thy hand a lotus flower, 
and on that day will I sit at home till I receive 
aught from thee.’ 

And Zobeide wept saying: ‘“‘ This will I do 
to please thee.” 

And scarcely could they force themselves to 
part, so enamoured were they of each -other ; 
but as the time drew near when the Grand 
Vizier was to fetch her, he departed from her. 
And he walked as a man drunk with wine. 

And often did he see her on the lake as she 
sat as some queen on the poop of her vessel ; 
and on each side of her stood two slaves, 
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Circassian girls of wondrous beauty ; and each 
wore a mauve tunic from the waist to below 
the knees, and the tunic was of the finest silk, 
and transparent was it, for the forms of the 
girls were visible to the eye ; and on their feet 
wore they sandals of silver, and each sandal 
was fastened by a diamond clasp; and the 
shields upon their breasts were also of silver, 
and set with wondrous gems were they ; and 
upon their heads wore they the lotus flower in 
wreaths, and the flowers were fastened to their 
flowing hair by silver braid ; and with undulat- 
ing movements fanned they their mistress with 
peacock plumes. And those who watched them 
throbbed with a strange sensation, so wondrous 
were their forms. 

And Zobeide sat upon cushions of silver ; and 
of white silk was her dress, cut low upon her 
breast ; and each breast was shielded, and in 
the midst of each shield flared a wondrous ruby, 
and the ruby was encircled by diamonds, and 
the diamonds by sapphires, and the sapphires 
by emeralds, and the emeralds by the jacinth, 
and the jacinth by the topaz, and the topaz by 
the amethyst, and the amethyst by the onyx, 
and on the outside of all was there a band of 
pearls ; and wondrously did the shields glitter 
in the sun, and their radiance seemed to live ; 
and around her waist wore she a girdle of 
pearls, and pearls adorned her dress ; and her 
sandals were of calcedony, and the straps 
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thereof were of gold, and the clasp of each was 
a single emerald. 

And the boat was of white, and fashioned as 
a swan; and the wings of the swan were of 
silver, and the head and neck were of silver 
also, and each eye was a ruby, and in its beak 
carried it a golden spear, and on its head was 
there a crown of pearls. And the boat was 
propelled by six eunuchs—three on each side 
did they row; and their loin-cloths were of 
ermine, as were their sandals also. And upon 
their heads wore they two wings fashioned oi 
silver, and a band of gold fastened them to 
about their brow, and each band was set with 
precious gems. And a steersman stood upon 
the highestmost part of the vessel behind 
Zobeide, and he wore a tunic of ermine that 
covered him from head to foot, and upon his 
head wore he an ermine cap, and in his hand 
bore he the insignia of office, for he was the 
Chief of the Eunuchs. And wondrous quick 
did the boat traverse the lake. 

And the young man sighed, for he loved to 
watch her pass; for her beauty was like the 
beauty of an evening star, and her breasts 
were as two full moons. And he loved her. 

And each day he looked for the lotus flower ; 
and on the third day held she it in the palm 
of her hand; and the young man, feeling the 
blood run hot in his veins, returned home and 
awaited the coming of the nurse. 
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And the young man waited until sunset, till 
his patience was greatly tried; but at sunset 
the old woman came unto him, and he said 
unto her, ‘‘ What news, my friend ? ”’ 

And she answered him saying: “ Listen full 
carefully unto me, or may Allah guard thy 
soul, for a mistake means death—not by the 
sword, but according to the old law which 
saith that those who are discovered within the 
harem of the Caliph shall be given unto the 
priests of the tombs to be buried alive with 
those they love. To-night ere the moon be up 
thou must wait by the lake which stands near 
to the palace, and which is within the grounds 
of the Caliph ; there wait by the statue of Love 
till thou hearest a splash of oars ; then call out 
saying, ‘By Allah, the Compassionate and 
Merciful, who goes there?’ And the answer 
will be ‘ The Boat of Love.’ Then reply, saying, 
‘So be it—such is Fate,’ and enter the boat 
and do as he who rows tells thee ; for he is our 
friend.’ And the old nurse departed, leaving 
him full of joy. 

And when the moon arose the young man 
hid himself beside the statue of Love ; and the 
hour was late, and none had seen him enter 
the garden but one, the young maid of Circassia 
and jealousy gnawed at her heart, and she 
knew not what to do. And her first thoughts 
were of how she might betray him; but when 
she thought of the fatal consequences, she wept 
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bitterly, and said to herself, ‘‘ Ah! Woe is me, 
for I even cannot have revenge.’ And dis- 
traught she rushed madly forth into a brothel 
in the lowest part of the town, and gave up 
the early hours of the night to pleasure. And 
she drank hard, drowning her sorrows In the 
cup of forgetfulness—and she imagined that he 
that loved her was the young man otf her 
dream. And when the fumes of wine me 
departed from her, she realised her folly an 
rushed from the house of shame; and no 
longer was she a virgin. 

And as she staggered home past the palace 
of the Vizier Amiag, a youngish man accosted 
her, saying: ‘‘ Thou art fair, and the night is 
cold ; come with me, for I will love thee.” 

And she replied saying: “Nay! nay! For 
I love him who loves me not, whereas I should 
hate him, for even now lies he within the harem 
of the Caliph.” 

And the man started and said: ‘ And who 
is it that he loves ?”’ 

And she replied, “‘ It is Zobeide, my mistress.” 

And he said, ‘“‘ Is that so ?”’ 

And the Circassian wept, and said: “‘ Ay— 
it isso! He loves her, and I—miserable am I— 
for I love him.”’ 

And the man gave her a bag of money, say- 
ing: ‘‘ May Allah bless you, and His compassion 
be shed upon you; for in truth is Allah all- . 
powerful, and He will avenge you.” 
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And again she cried aloud as she hastened on 
her way: “ Allah is merciful, yet His mercy is 
not for such as I, for I have sold myself, and 
no longer am I pure in His eyes ; and he whom 
I love will treat me as a wanton—and a wanton 
Iam. But who made me sin ? Who made me 
what Iam?’ And again she burst into tears, 
tor her heart was broken. 

And the man gazed after her awhile; and 
when she had disappeared he entered the palace 
with a cunning smile—-for he was the Vizier 
Amiag. 

And the young man waited beside the statue 
of Love, and about the first watch of the night 
he heard a splash ot oars, and called out in the 
stillness of the night, “By Allah, the Com- 
passionate and Merciful, who goes there ?”’ 

And the answer came, ‘‘ The boat of Love.’’ 

And the next moment the boat touched the 
bank ; and the young man entered it, saying, 
“So be it—such is Fate.’’ 

And the man rowed swiftly and silently 
towards the palace of the Caliph. 

And as the boat approached the wall of the 
palace, that part thereof which arose from the 
midst of the lake, the oarsman addressed the 
young man thus: ‘‘In a few minutes, sire, we 
shall reach the wall, which you will ascend by 
means of a lowered rope. On arriving at the 
end you will find an open window before you ; 
enter therein and fear nothing, for it is a room 
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that is seldom used. ‘Then by the light ot the 
moon open the door stealthily at the further 
end, and you will find yourself with her you 
love. Yet speak not aught to her, for the door 
of her chamber is guarded! And remember 
that you must return ere silvery dawn breaks 
and casts her rosy rays upon the earth—or in 
truth are you lost.” 

And the young man quivered with excitement 
as the boat drew up noiselessly beneath the 
wall of the palace; and seeing the rope, he 
took it in both hands, and in a few minutes 
stood he within the room. And a voice whis- 
pered from below, “Is all well 2?” 

And he answered, ‘‘ Allis well.’ And turning 
his back to the window he noiselessly crept as 
he was bidden towards the door at the further 
end of the room; and silently he pushed it 
open. There, upon her couch, sat Zobeide ; and 
when she saw him she enjoined him to keep 
silence by raising her fingers to her lips; yet 
gave she a sigh of pleasure as his lips touched 
her hand. 

The room was hung with mauve of every 
shade : violet mauves, crimson mauves, Indian 
purples, blue mauves, red mauves; and the 
cushions whereon she sat were of the deepest 
purple, and the embroidery thereof was of silver 
and gold. And a tiny lamp of oil burnt in a 
red glass ; and on each side of the lamp stood 
two vases of bronze shaped as Chinese dragons, 
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and they exhaled a sweet incense from their 
mouths. And besides the fragrance of the 
incense, an odour of jasmine floated in the air. 
And Zobeide drew him towards her to the 
couch, and the madness of the hour seized him 
and he took her in his arms, and they lay the 
night long in mutual embrace; and mystic 
music floated to their ears, quickening the 
voluptuous glow; all else was still but the 
beating of their hearts. 

And quickly the night passed, and it grew 
time for him to go; yet love kept him to her 
couch till the first ray of breaking dawn lit up 
the room. Then hastily he arose and kissed 
her on her lips. 

But, however, at this moment a mighty noise 
resounded throughout the palace, and there was 
a sound of approaching feet; and the young 
man hastened to escape, but—alas !—it was too 
late. 

For at this moment the Caliph entered, and 
in his hand gleamed there a naked sword, and 
behind him came the Vizier Amiag, and behind 
him came the guards. And when the Caliph 
saw the young man, he made as though he 
would tall upon him and kill him; but the 
Vizier Amiag restrained him, saying, “‘ Law is 
law ; the Temple of the Tombs demands their 
victims.’”’ But in his anger the Caliph took no 
notice of his words, and tore the young man’s 
shirt. And above his leit breast was there a 
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purple star; yet saw he it not, for he was 
blind with rage. Vet the Vizier Amiag saw it, 
and was amazed thereat, and said. within him- 
self, “So be it ; let him be slain, for then shall 
I be his heir.” 

But suddenly the wrath of the Caliph abated, 
and flinging the young man upon the eround, 
he said: ‘‘’fo-morrow shall ye die—both of 
you! Thy marriage-bed shall be within the 
tomb. Seize them.” 

And they were both seized by the guards and 
cast within a deep dungeon to await the end. 

And the Vizier Amiag murmured to himself, 
“To-night can I be king ; for I know that the 
priest of the Temple of Tombs is open to 
bribery, and so are his seers; to-night can ii 
be king.” 

And it was proclaimed throughout all Baghdad. 
the punishment that awaited Zobeide and the 
young man. 

And when the young Circassian heard of it 
she was sore grieved within herself, for she had 
loved them much. 

And it came to pass that as the sun grew hot 
she passed by the palace of the Vizier Amiag, 
and the same young man as before accosted 
her, saying : ‘‘ May Allah bless thee, for thou 
hast delivered my enemy into my hands.” 

And giving her much gold he entered the 
palace. 

And she was frightened, for she knew not 
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what he meant; and seeing a young man 
standing by, she enquired of him saying, ‘“‘ Who 
is that man ?”’ 

And he answered and said, “ That is he who 
discovered the secret of the Caliph’s harem, for 
he is the Vizier Amiag.”’ 

And then she understood what she had done, 
and smiting herself she cried aloud, saying : 
‘’ By the night when she spreads her veil! By 
the day when she shines brightly! By Him 
Who made both male and female! Am I 
accursed ? Woe is me, for I have betrayed to 
a terrible death those who loved me and those 
whom I loved. For in the reckless spirit of 
abandonment told I their secret, the secret of 
their love. In vain have I occasioned his death 
and the death of my mistress. May my bones 
rot and may I become as the dung in the 
street, for I have betrayed those I love. Ah, 
woe! Woe is me, for I am no better than the 
mongrel in the street ; for I am a harlot, and 
in my whoredoms did I betray them. Allah! 
Allah!’’ And in her misery she knew not 
what to do. 

And all that time she wandered in the streets, 
till weariness at last caused her to rest upon 
the ground; and as she rested she dreamed a 
dream. And when she awoke a light was 
kindled in her eye, and she repaired unto the 
Temple of Tombs, for amongst the priests had 
she a brother, a twin who would die for het 
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and who loved her much. And it was him she 
went to see. 

When the night came a dismal procession 
wended its way to the Temple of Tombs, which 
stood two leagues out into the desert ; and all 
the court was with them, and wore black as 
was the custom. And the bride and bridegroom 
of death rode upon two camels draped in black, 
and there was silence throughout the train. 
The night was dark, and the moon was covered 
with clouds; and some Egyptian slaves called 
aloud, saying : “‘ Isis is terrible, and she frowns 
upon us, for she loves not that they should be 
the bride and bridegroom of death; a dire 
deed is in contemplation, and to-night will there 
be great weeping, for death is in the air: death 
to those who break love’s laws, and death to 
others.’ And again there was silence in the 
desert. 

And the train wended its way with measured 
step to the jaws of death ; and on one camel 
sat the young man, and his face was stern. 
His brow was noble, and those who looked on 
him were sore afraid, and said, ‘‘ He is a God.” 
And Zobeide was pale and she wore no veil, for 
a veil was forbidden to the bride of death ; and 
she smiled, for love conquered the fear of death, 
and she knew that even once again could they 
love in the tomb of the transgressors. 

And they drew near to the temple; and as 
they approached a clarion note rang out in the 
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silence of the night, once, twice, and yet a 
third time. And from the gate of the temple 
a band of youths came forth, and on their 
brow wote they the lotus flower, and in their 
hands they carried the symbol of peace; and 
the leader of the band was a youth surpassing 
fair, and he looked kindly on Zobeide and the 
young man, and said, “‘ Peace be unto you.” 

He was the brother of the Circassian slave. 

And the young man replied: “And to you 
be peace. Lead on.” 

And the youth was sorrowful, but neverthe- 
less he led the camels by their halters within 
the courtyard of the temple; and he bade 
them dismount and enter in before them. And 
they entered a small room, in which was served 
a meal for two; and the youth let them eat of 
it, for it was their last. And he departed from 
them, and they were alone. 

And in the meantime the nobles of the land 
and the priests arranged themselves in the 
temple, which was lit by a thousand lamps ; 
and the temple was bare save for the rows of 
seats which ran along each sde; moreover, it 
was open to the air above, and the walls were 
covered with paintings of weird divinities. And 
all sat silent for a time. 

And the Grand Vizier sat on the left, and 
tears were in his eyes; and the Vizier Amiag 
sat on the right, and a gleam of triumph was 
in his eyes; and in the midst sat the Caliph, 
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and fear was in his eyes. And opposite to them 
sat, on the left, Abul Mahar, Chief of the 
Eunuchs ; on the right, the Chief of the Priests ; 
and in the midst of them, the Grand High Priest 
of the Tombs. And at his feet sat his seers, 
and they saw death in the stars ; and on either 
side stood bands of youths. And in the midst 
of the temple was a hollow pit—the mouth of 
the tomb. 

And when Zobeide had eaten, she turned to 
the young man and said: “ Allah is Great and 
Allah is Merciful. It is true that we have sinned, 
yet was it not the most beautiful of all sins ; 
for it was primitive sin, and it will be forgiven. 
Isis, that Goddess to whom, as the ancient law 
of our land commands, our lives are now dedt- 
cated; did she not sin in causing us to sin? 
If Isis had not shone upon us that night, never 
would’st thou have been able to find the rope, 
the wherewithal thou camest to me—yet Isis was 
propitious. Isis forgives, and if Isis forgives, 
does not that Great God of All Things, Who 
on the last day, when heaven and hell meet 
with a thundering roar for one moment till once 
again they are separated to Eternity, will sit 
in judgment on us all—does not He, Allah our 
God, the All Merciful and Compassionate, to 
whom be glory and honour, forgive ? Verily, I 
am sure that He forgives!” 

And the young man answered her and said : 
“Thou speakest true, Zobeide, for Allah will 
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forgive.’ And for a moment he paused, and 
drawing her close to him, he continued: ‘“ Yet 
be not afraid of the tomb, for I enter with 
thee, and we must show them how to die; and 
for us it is an easy matter, for death is sweet 
to us, for we love and are happy; and it is 
better for us to die young than live to a ripe 
old age, for then one of us would have to die 
and the other would be leit alone, but now— 
Allah be praised—we die in each other’s arms |! 
Allah is great and His mercy is bountiful.”’ 

And a young priest of the temple entered 
and said unto them, ‘‘ Allah be with thee, for 
Death draweth near and thy youth fadeth as a 
leaf that is plucked. Follow me.” 

And with firm step they arose, and hand in 
hand followed him into the precincts of the 
temple; and so wonderful was their calmness 
that a sigh ran round the hall. And the young 
priest led them before the Grand High Priest 
of the Tombs, and he said to the young man, 
Hast thou aught to say in thy defence ? ”’ 

And he replied, ‘‘I love her ; I have always 
loved her; my love dies with her, and death 
is pleasant.’ 

And his answer amazed them all. 

And the Grand High Priest turned to Zobeide 
and said, ‘‘ And thou, what hast thou to say ? ” 

And Zobeide replied, and as she spoke she 
became possessed, and all were amazed, ior she 
spoke as cne who knew: “ Love is great, yet 
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Allah is greater. Because of love are we 
ordained to die, yet in that great Hereaiter we 
too shall sit in Paradise ; and our robes will be 
of silk, and we shall recline on bridal couches, 
and naught shall we feel of sun or cold; and 
the fountains shall gush forth wine, and the 
trees shall hang low their fruit, and we shall 
eat of the fruit, and be filled with everlasting 
Joy. And there shall be vessels of silver and 
goblets of gold, and we shall drink from them 
and be filled with everlasting Peace. For we 
are born of love, and love is great, yet Allah is 
greater.’ And for a moment she paused as one 
in a dream; and suddenly recollecting her 
position, she drew herself to her full height, and 
exclaimed, “I have spoken.” 

And at this moment Isis threw off her shroud 
and through an open casement shed her rays 
upon her ; and wonderful was her mien. And 
the Caliph murmured to himself, “Is this a 
sin ?”’ 

And the Grand High Priest arose saying: 
“You have naught to say, so be it; enter you 
the jaws of death, for Allah bids you rest.” 

And the young man took the hand of Zobeide, 
and her hand trembled at his touch ; and with 
firm step they descended into the tomb, and 
the stone was placed over them. 

And the bands of youths arranged themselves 
on each side of the tomb, and the Grand High 
Priest stretched out his arms to the heavens, 
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and cried aloud, saying: “' Woe are the trans- 
eressors and they that do evil, for Death shall 
take them to her heart, and they shall be 
damned and their bodies given to the dogs, and 
their souls to the Evil One. Woe are the trans- 
eressors!’’? And suddenly his cry turned into 
a dismal chant, which translated into English 
is somewhat as follows ; and the youths joined 
in the refrain and the hall echoed with their 
music :— 


Isis of Egypt! to whom be glory and honour ; 
O Isis of Egypt! to whom be glory and honour ; 
To thee, O Many-eyed, as Allah has always willed, 
Do we dedicate this our sacrifice of human life, 
That thou mayest bless thy servant and thy servant's servants, 
Isis the beautiful, 
Goddess of Power ; 
We are thy dutiful 
Sons of the Hour. 


O Horus, Rising Sun! who warms the efflorescent air}; 
To thee we dedicate the young life within her being, 
The would-be child of love,—to thee we give the budding life, 
That thou mayest bless thy servant and thy servant's servants. 
Horus, the dawning 
Of Life’s young day ; 
We praise thee at morning, 
We bless thy ray. 


Ra—Great God!—Thou art the Risen Sun, all-powerful with 
might, 
That drinkest up the sparkling waters, causing man to want ; 
To thee we dedicate the full strength of their sinful lives, 
That thou mayest bless thy servant and thy servant's servants. 
Ra, the Omnipotent, 
The Mighty Sun! 
Bless our most impotent 
Labours begun. 
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Osiris, Osiris, thou Sinking Sun! Fearful and dire | 
If thou diest, naught can thy servants do at ev ning hour ! 
To thee we dedicate the ebbing life of early sin, | 
That thou mayest bless thy servant and thy servant's servants. 
Osiris, thy sunset 
Never let wane ; 
To wotship, are we met, 
Thy Wondrous Name. 


Isis, the Wondrous, her children defends, 

And Horus, the Mighty, brings us the day ; 
Ra, the Majestic, gives us the heat—Day ends 
With the fading of Osiris’s ray. 


And in that large cavern under the earth, the 
young man held Zobeide in his arms, tor she 
had fainted; and as she opened her eyes he 
said unto her: ‘‘ At last, Love, thou hast 
opened thine eyes. At first I was afraid that 
already thou wert dead, so still thou ltest ; 
for we have been drugged, and already I feel 
the poison burning in my veins.” 

And Zobeide replied, saying : ‘‘ Kiss me, my 
Lord, for the poison is fast killing me, and I am 
about to die; kiss me. Ah, Love! the night 
that thou first heldest me in thine arms seems 
once again to be here, so gently thou holdest 
me. It is good to die if one can die thus ; it 1s 
—good—Love—kiss me! Ah—Allah forgives, 
and Iam happy.’ And her head fell upon his 
breast. Thus died Zobeide. 

And the young man laid her on the ground 
and kissed her. And suddenly looking up he 
beheld that he was no longer alone, for beside 
him stood the Circassian maid ; and seeing him 
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look up, she fell upon her knees and kissed the 
hem of his garment, saying: “‘O Light of my 
eyes—my Lord—hearken unto the voice of thy 
handmaiden, who loves thee as her god, and 
worships thee as the divine form of Love 
personified ; hearken unto me, for my sin is 
great, and a terrible deed have I wrought in 
my ignorance—for because of me thou liest 
here.”’ 

And the young man commanded her to speak, 
but his voice was the voice of pity and there 
was no anger in his face; and the maid was 
therewith reassured, and continued saying : 
“My Lord, forgive thy servant, for she has 
deigned to love thee ; and when she knew of 
thy going to her mistress by night into the 
harem of the Caliph she was exceedingly jealous 
—ay, more than jealous, she was mad; and 
the pain thereat was intolerable, for she loved 
thee as no other woman could ever love thee ; 
for thou wert to her body as the heart, and at 
thy step her pulses quickened, and even now 
the blood courses in her veins, for she longs for 
thy embrace.’ And she paused at the intensity 
of her words and kissed his feet, till he inter- 
rupted her, saying, ‘‘ Continue thy tale, for I 
am dying.’’ 

And she continued, saying : ‘‘ So mad was l, 
that I entered the town, and visited places I 
had never seen before, gambling dens and 
brothels of the lowest types, and being surpass- 
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ing fair my virginity was plucked from me, for 
I was mad with wine and cared not from 
despair ; and he who plucked my virginity I 
dreamed wast thou—for it was thine, and thine 
alone, and none could have taken it but thee ! ”’ 
And she sighed. | 

And the young man was deeply moved, and 
his tears fell hot and fast, for her tale caused 
him more pain than the poison in his veins. 

And on waking,’ she continued, and her 
voice was about to break, ‘‘ I found that it had 
been no evil dream, but that I had done as a 
harlot would do; and hastily rising from the 
couch of my abominations, I rushed forth into 
the night and cursed the day that I was born ! 
And a man accosted me, for he saw I was in 
ereat distress, and in my sorrow I told him, 
saying, “Woe is me, for I love, and am loved 
not in return ; for he whom I love lies in the 
harem of the Caliph.’ And the man gave me 
money and I went madly on my way. To-day 
{ found that he I told was the Vizier Amiag. 
Woe is me, for the Gods love not those who 
slay, and I have slain thee! O my Lord, forgive 
thy servant—forgive.”’ 

And the young man was deeply moved, and 
replied, saying : ‘‘ In truth do I forgive you, for 
the sin is mine in that I returned you not your 
love. Ah! Love is a terrible thing, for it can 
kill both body and soul.’’ 

And there was silence for a little space. 
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Then said the young man: ‘“ How came you 
here ? and what wilt thou do ? for thou hast 
not even poison to end thy life. Can’st thou 
not escape ?”’ 

In her eyes was there a look of love, for they 
were humid as the dew upon a petal of a rose. 
And she said: “‘I came to expiate my crime. 
I shall die; but, my Lord, dying by thy side 
is not death, but life, and I shall be happy.” 

And the young man stooped down and kissed 
the maiden on the lips ; but she fled from him 
as the stag from its hunter and hid in the 
darkest part of the tomb. 

And suddenly in the temple above, as the 
youths finished chanting their hymn of dedica- 
tion to Isis, one of the seers of the Temple 
sprang upon the slab that enclosed the tomb, 
and cried with a voice full of prophetic utter- 
ance: “‘ By Allah and His right hand! By the 
world and all He made therein! By Hell and 
its unquenchable fires! By Paradise and its 
manifold blessings! I see within the tomb a 
man, the son of a king, and on his leit breast 
is there the mark of a star! Allah has spoken.” 

And the Caliph cried aloud: “‘ He is my son, 
he is my son! Open thou the tomb, for I must 
see my son! I must save him; 1 must save 
my son!’ And he fell fainting into the arms 
of his Grand Vizier. 

And when he had recovered, the tomb was 
open and he descended therein alone ; and going 
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to the young man he tore his tunic from him, 
and behold on his left breast was there a mark 
of astar. And the Caliph said, ‘° What meanest 
this ?”’ 

And the young man replied, “‘ I know not.” 

‘“ But who art thou ?”’ enquired the Caliph. 

“That also I do not know.” 

And the Caliph’s voice was filled with kind- 
ness, for in truth he believed he had found his 
son, and he said, ‘‘ Tell me the history of thy 
life.’’ 

And the young man replied: “I will tell 
thee. My life began when I awoke, as it were, 
from a long sleep, upon a desert island of some 
size, on which I must have been thrown by the 
waves. Away irom the shore I espied a large 
ship, and when I was recovered somewhat I 
swam to it, and found thereon much valuable 
merchandise in the way of precious gems ; 
these I took to the shore, as I seemed to be 
the sole survivor of the wreck. That night a 
great storm arose and destroyed the ship, and 
I sought shelter on the island, living on dates 
and figs for some six weeks, when I was picked 
up by a trading ship that had landed its crew 
for water. And I told them I was a merchant 
and my ship had been destroyed, and that I 
was the sole survivor ; for I knew that they 
would not believe the truth, and therefore 
might rob me of my gems. And in the course 
of time I found my way to Baghdad, and sold 
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my gems and set up in life ; but who were my 
parents I know not to this day.” 

And the Caliph cried aloud, saying: “ Indeed 
thou art my son; this day have I found thee.” 

But the young man heard him not, for he 
was dead. 

And the Caliph buried his face in his hands 
and beat his breast, saying: ‘‘ [Thee have I 
killed; the fault is mine, and mine alone. 
Allah is great, and great will be my punish- 
ment.”’ 

And the Caliph arose to depart, when gazing 
tp he saw the stone slowly descending in its 
place; and he cried aloud, saying, “ Let me 
out, let me out, for what have I done ?”’ 

And there was a great tumult overhead for 
the space of half an hour, and then all became 
silent. And the Caliph kissed his son, and 
drawing his dagger, cried, ‘‘ Allah is great and 
His punishment is just; so be it.’’ And he 
stabbed himself to the heart and fell prostrate 
at the feet of his son. 

And the young Circassian returned from the 
gloom of the tomb, and throwing her tunic from 
her fondled the young man to her breast, and 
lay with her heart next to his and made havoc 
of his mouth; and kissed his eyes, his nose, 
his mouth, and took him in her arms and 
wound herself about him, and wooed him as a 
bride woos her bridegroom, till her strength 
departed from her, and she fainted from fatigue, 
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for naught had she eaten for two whole days. 
And as pearly dawn broke overhead she took a 
tiny jewelled dagger from her tunic, and kneeling 
towards Mecca prayed thus, saying: “ Allah, 
thy servant dieth as her Lord hath died. Allah 
preserve their souls and bring them unto Thee 
in Paradise, and I—let me be the slave who 
waits on them, for I loved them much, and he 
whom I loved above all, even above Thee ; yet, 
Allah, art Thou merciful, and I have spoken 
the truth.’’. And she placed the dagger on the 
breast of the young man and fell upon it ; and 
as the blood flowed from the gushing wound 
over his naked body, with superhuman effort 
she enfolded him with her limbs, and kissing 
him upon the mouth, died. 

And that evening the Vizier Amiag, being 
now king, visited the Temple of the Tombs ; 
and in the hall were there many dead men, for 
alter the cunning trap -of the Vizier a great 
conflict had ensued, and many had lost their 
lives therein. 

And the newly-made Caliph knelt upon the 
tomb of his victims, and turned his face to 
Mecca, praising Allah and saying: ‘‘ Glory be 
to Allah, for he hath granted my wish and 
prayer. Love is great, in that love causes 
death to the body and damnation to the soul ; 
for to-day are three souls damned! May Allah 
grant that my reign shall be a reign in which 
love is naught. Woman is made for man, and 
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man can possess her ; man should not love her, 
for love causes death.’’ And he arose happy ; 
for was he not Caliph ? 

Here ends the tragic history of the Caliph 
Haroun Alraschid of illustrious memory, and of 
his son Nourredin and of his mistress Zobeide. 


[But underneath the above tale in fine characters 
different from those of the scribe who tran- 
scribed the above 1s written :—‘‘ Were those 
three souls damned? Lived they wm Hell, 
burnt by insatiable, unquenchable fires, or 
lived they in Paradise seated on couches of 
purple and served with flagons of wine ? 
Was it Hell? Was it Paradise? And what 
of the slave who died? Surely she lwes wn 
Hell ; yet her heart was the heart of an angel. 
Paradise must be her lot. And I, where shall 
I live?” And again below ths 1s written 
in writing of a much later date the following 
mixed quotation from the Koran :—“ Allah, 
the Merciful and Compassionate, whois King 
of the Day of Fate, decrees that on that day 
shall all men come forward in throngs to 
behold their works, and whosoever shall have 
wrought one atom’s weight of good shall 
behold it, and whosoever shall have wrought 
one atom’s weight of evil shall behold it. For 
He is God and all-powerful is His word. 
Yet is He the Compassionate and Merciful.”’| 
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“THE GARDEN OF EROS” 


To All Who can Understand and Appreciate 1s 
this dedicated. 


AND in my sorrow I entered a Garden—and the 
Garden was surpassing fair, above all that I had 
ever seen. ‘The blossom was on every plant, 
and this was wonderful, for it was Winter—yes, 
it was Winter, the Winter of my Life, for Love 
had died and my heart was cold. 

The flowers and trees intermingled, for no 
true order was maintained, yet all was in perfect 
harmony. And asI gazed, amazed, I recollected 
the gate which I had entered, and I wondered 
what flowers were at the gate. 

After much search I found it, and on each 
side were beds and beds of wonderful violets— 
purple and white were their petals. Before the 
gate grew much hyssop, and I plucked the 
hyssop. As I plucked it I was cleansed of all 
my thoughts, and saw with new eyes, and I 
realised that I was in “‘ The Garden of Eros,” 
for the violets betokened the Love of Truth and. 
the Truth of Love. There was a wonderful still- 
ness in the garden, and my heart was at peace. 

After passing beds and beds of violets, the land 
became green and only grass was growing ; but 
in the distance saw I more flowers. And the 
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flowers spoke to me, and I spoke to the flowers. 
First spoke I to a rose—a rose wonderful in its 
whiteness ; white were its petals and trans- 
parent was its form, and it seemed to exhale a 
wonderful and unnatural sheen—a glow of light 
that must have been its Purity. And I said 
unto the rose, ‘* Who and what art thou ? ”’ 

The rose answered me and said, ‘“‘I am a 
maiden in my early teens, and my life is pure 
and unstained ; for I know not yet of Love, 
yet I wish to know of the Truth of Love.” 

I replied, saying, ‘“ Why do you wish to know 
the Truth of Love ?”’ and the rose said, “ Be- 
cause I am made to love and be loved.’’ 

“So,” said I, “ you believe in Destiny ?” 

Nay,’ answered the rose, ‘‘I believe in 
Love; and, moreover,” the rose paused a 
moment and then added, “‘I know myself.’’ 

I replied, ‘‘ Would all could say, ‘I know 
myself.’ ”’ 

I passed on sore at heart and came to a rose, 
the colour of Burgundy, for that was its name, 
and I spoke to the rose and said, ‘‘ Dost thou 
know of Love ?”’ 

‘Nay,’ answered the rose, “‘I am also too 
young, yet I yearn for Knowledge.’ And I 
replied, saying, ‘‘ Yet the fruit of the Tree of 
Knowledge is passing bitter—’twere better to 
remain as thou art, the emblem of Simplicity, 
for in thy simplicity thou art very beautiful.” 

The rose let fall a tear, and I passed on, lest 
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the flower might see the sorrow that was in my 
eyes, for I knew that Knowledge was oiten 
bitter. 

Next came I to a bed of Daily Roses, and at 
the foot of the bed was a border of primroses 
whose leaves were as clear as a topaz, and they 
swayed gently in the wind. And I asked them, 
saying, ‘‘ And what do you know ? © 

The roses answered and said, ‘‘ We know otf 
Love that is Love—of Love that endureth—tfor 
it is our first and our last Love.” 

And I smiled and said, ‘‘ Will ye never love 
again ?”’ 

And they answered me, saying, ‘‘ We love but 
once.’’ 

And I stood rebuked, and was silent many 
minutes. At length I spoke, asking, “‘ And are 
ye happy ?” 

‘Vea, very, for is not this,’ they said, “ the 
dawn of Love in our hearts ? And these are 
our brothers who border us, for they also are 
in the Spring of their life and they also love.”’ 

Aud I asked a primrose, saying, “‘ Are ye 
happy ?” 

‘Yea,’ answered the primrose; “ how can 
I be else, for I have Knowledge.’ 

And I answered and said, ‘‘ Ye are not of the 
world where I live, for I knew ye not.” 

I passed on and came to a bed of Columbines, 
and in their joy they swayed gently to and fro, 
and I would not disturb them, for I understood 


92 THE GARDEN OF EROS 


that they were those just married or those just 
engaged ; and I saw them whispering sweet 
words of love in each other’s ears. 

And then came I to a grove—green was the 
grove and it was hedged about with myrtles ; 
and the wind sighed in their branches, and they 
rocked themselves to and fro as if in pain. 
And I asked them, saying, ‘“‘Do ye suffer 
aught P”’ 

And they answered and said, ‘‘ All day do 
we so stand, waiting for the Love that has 
ONG. 7 

“And will ye wait ever so?” I asked, and 
they replied, ‘‘ Ever so will we wait, for we are 
patient.’’ 

And I replied, saying, ‘‘ There are but few 
like you in the land from whence I came.”’ 

And I passed on, for the air of the grove 
depressed me and the sun was darkened by their 
branches, and I felt sad. 

And at the end of the grove I spied hundreds 
upon hundreds of Angelicas. Happy were they 
for they were loved, and so with them I did 
not speak. 

Then came I to two paths of unlike colours— 
the one red and the other white,—and at the 
apex of the paths stood a wonderful bush oi 
Provence roses—brilliant were their hues in the 
light of the sun. And I stood still admiring 
their beauty, wondering which path to take— 
the white seemed the best, yet the red seemed 
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the pleasanter way. And so I addressed the 
roses saying, ‘‘ Who are ye ? 

And they answered and said, “‘ We are those 
whose hearts are in flame—for we verily burn 
with the greatness of our Love.” 

And I questioned them, saying, “ Which path 
is best to follow ?’’ and they answered, saying, 
‘“ All end at The End.”’ 

Then said I, ‘“‘ Why be there two paths ?”’ 
and they replied, saying, ‘‘ One is the Path of 
Love—the other men call the Path of Love.” 

And I asked, saying, ‘“‘ Which way is the 
pleasanter ?”’ and they replied ambiguously : 
“Most follow the path that is red—the path 
that is white is trod but by a few, and they are 
mostly women.”’ 

“Then,” I replied, “I shall follow. the 
majority ; so tell me, as I shall not see, what 
flowers lie upon the path that is white.” 

And they answered me and said, ‘“ Upon the 
path that is white there are but three flowers— 
the amaranth, the lily, the One Berry or True 
Love.” 

‘And is that all ?”’ I asked. 

“That is all,’ they replied, and I answered. 
them, saying, ‘‘ Then indeed shall I follow the 
path that its red.”’ 

And as I started on my way I heard them 
say among themselves, ‘“‘ So say all men,’ and 
understanding not the saying, I passed on. 

First saw I all manner of daffodils and nar- 
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cissus, sagely hanging their heads and gazing 
upon each other ; and as I passed one accosted 
me, saying, “‘ Whither goest thou?” and I 
answered, and said, ‘“‘ To the End.’ 

And the narcissus replied, “‘ Indeed it is the 
end.’ 

Not understanding the saying, I asked him, 
“Who art thou?” and he replied, “I am 
Narcissus, and I love myself.’’ 

And I tried to retrace my steps, for I was 
afraid, but I was unable and was forced to 
proceed. At every step I took the redness of 
the path increased. 

Then passed I many drooping and withered 
flowers, for Beauty was vanishing as I pro- 
ceeded along the path. A panic seized me and 
I ran, and as I ran my foot became caught in 
a yellow rose, and the rose said, ‘““ Why haste 
ye so >—the End is not pleasant.” 

And I shivered with fear, and asked, ‘‘ And 
what were ye?” 

‘The Past is Past,’’ sighed the rose, “‘ but 
once was I white.’”’ And I tore myself away, 
for I had been speaking with Infidelity |! 

Then saw I the hyacinths, and the ground 
about them was red with blood—for they were 
the emblem of Jealousy. 

Soon I spied a wonderful bush of roses— 
blood-red were the roses and they were moss- 
roses! And they stood solitary and alone on a 
pinnacle of rock. At their beauty I was amazed, 
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for they appeared to bloom with glory, while in 
veality the worms were at their roots and they 
were dying. And I spoke to them, and they 
answered me in a tired and weary voice, “ We 
are the pleasure-seekers of the world—we are 
the love that men buy for gold and which is 
sold in the market-place. We know Lite.” 

And I asked them, saying, ‘“‘ Are ye happy ? © 
and they answered, saying, ‘‘As happy as is 
possible, for ours was the pleasant way.” And 
I fled amazed, and the path was very red—red 
as with blood. 

And suddenly the white path and the red 
path met but for a few paces, and an arch 
stood in my way, and at the foot of the arch 
was the Hemlock of Death. Above the arch 
stood the Minister of Death, and I peered 
through the arch, and before me the paths 
divided on each side of a deep ravine, and the 
paths climbed two hills. On the left side, the 
side on which I stood, the side of the red path 
was a barren rock on which stood a single and 
towering Cypress, and around its trunk lay 
millions and millions of flowers—all dead, all 
withered, all hideous in their death, and a 
canopy as black as night lay over the cliff. I 
shivered with fear. 

And on the other side—the side on which I 
was not—the side of the white path—was a 
lovely garden with all manner of flowers and 
trees. Life bloomed in that Garden—the white 
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rose, the Burgundy rose, the primrose, the 
myrtle, angelicas and amaranths, and all manner 
of flowers—and from the garden was exhaled a 
wonderful fragrance. And gazing at the summit 
I saw the Laurel and the Marigold, symbols of 
Victory and Divine Love, for the Marigold is 
the flower of the Mother of Mankind. And all 
around the tree lay the flowers of Love of Truth 
and Truth of Love, the purple and white 
violets ; and in the air was a wonderful opal- 
escent sheen, and the air was filled with an 
efflorescence of lilies. . . . And it was then 
that I understood. 

The Red Path was the way of the world—the 
White Path the way of the Saints. 
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willingly commend it for the purpose it thus fulfils.”’ 

ARCHDEACON WILSON, D.D.—‘‘ The result of enormous labour: 
a real help to students.’’ 

Dr. Fry, Berkhampstead School.—'t Useful to busy teachers, 
and even elder boys.’’ 

‘PUBLIC OPINION.’’—‘‘ An excellent preface « « . the General 
Summary is most useful.”’ 

ARCHDEACON MACKARNESS.—"‘ Very useful to the devout and 
thoughtful reader.’’ 

CANON Hicks.—‘'A successful endeavour to put the ordinary 
reader in possession of the newer knowledge of the Gospels.” 

PRINCIPAL ELMER HARDING.—‘‘ Admirably printed; will be of 
the greatest possible service. The Classified Index is very valuable.” 

‘* DUNDEE ADVERTISER.’’—‘* Worthy of its name: the product of 
enormous labour. It will be highly valued.’’ 

E. J. Barry, M.A., York Diocesan Insp.—‘‘ The most practical 
and useful harmony which has appeared.”’ 

‘LEEDS MERCURY.’’—‘'' Immense amount of loving labour, with 
sreat care and excellent effect. Source of every word clearly shown.” 

BISHOP OF SHEFFIELD.—‘‘ All is tested by the works of the 
highest authorities.” 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


COWPER AND MARY UNWIN. By CAROoLINB 


Grarey. A charming narrative of the Love Story of the 
Great Poet. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price @S. 
Sk SS oe eee 


THE EXILE OF SITA. A Story translated from © The 
Sanskrit.’ By H. Jans HARDING. Reap. 4to. Cloth 


extra. Price 58. 


da oe ‘ 
CLASSIFICATION AND LIFE _HISTORIBS OF 
MARINE AND FRESH WATER ALG/E ; 
OR, BOTANY UP TO DATE. By WINIFREDE 
Jarvis, F.R.H.S. With Coloured Plates and many 


Black and White Engravings. Price Is. @d. nett. 
BRITAIN’S SONS OF VALOUR. By K. STANway. A 


Complete Record of the Winners of the VICTORIA Cross 
and how they are won. Price Is. 


Se ee a 
GEMS OF THOUGHT. Being a selection of Quotations 
from the Sermons of Father Stanton. Price 1g. 

A thought for every day of the Christian year, forming an ideal Birth- 
day Book for Church-people. 


GABLES AND FANCIES. By R. G. Txomssrr. With 


98 Illustrations. By B.A. HoLLoway and others. Crowo 
8vo. Bevelled Boards. Cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 
(elena gar SS 


THE RATEPAYERS’ GUIDE. The rating, etc., of Houses 
and Shops (outside the Metropolis). By Harry BARLow, 
of Gray’s Inn, Barrister-at-Law. Fecap. 8vo. Limp 
Cloth. Price Is. @d. nett. 


ee meres 
MODERN SEWAGE DISPOSAL: By Henry Lemmion- 
CANNON. Price Is. nett. 
“ Author of ‘ The Sanitary Inspectors Guide,’ and evidently is thoroughly 
acquainted with the whole business.’ —Local Government Journal. 


FARMING IN THE CANADIAN NORTH-WEST. 
By An OLD SBTTLER. Price Is. 


‘It ig just the work to place ‘n the hands of intending settlers.”— 
Marlborough Tsmes. 


A ee ell i Ee 
DID DOROTHY VERNON ELOPE? By J. &. 


Preston Muppock (Dick Donovan). Price 6d. 


london: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


Drane’s Six Shilling Novels 
NA arrears ee ee Ap, 


THE TUPPENNY BOX. A remarkable Story by Co ix 
FirtzGeratp, Author of “Ikona Camp.” Crown 8vo., 
cloth, 6g, 

‘“Written with some insight into character.”—The Times. 
‘““A puzzling title, but it will repay the reader to investigate, 


Mr, FitzGerald has a happy knack of showing good in all things," 
Worning Post. 


“Is written with spirit and humour, is chatty, slangy, and fearless.” 
—The Sportsman. 


Get the book and make the acquaintance of old Daddy Dodderlong. It 
is an education.—South Africa. 


Her Majesty the Queen has graciously accepted a copy of ‘ The 
Tuppenny Box.” 


ee es eee a 
THE CRUMPLED LEAF. A Vatican Mystery. By 
Mrs. ALEXANDER. Dedicated to Sir LesLey and Lapy 
PROBYN. 
Hier Majesty the Queen has been pleased to accept a copy of 
this book. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, @s, 
‘It is an interesting story."—Dundee Advertiser. 


ROMAN CANDLES. By Herpert Dansry. Dedicated 
to Mr. and Mrs. Ggorce ALEXANDER. A Novel “ written 
from the inside” dealing largely with the doings of the 
Roman aristocracy. Crown 8vo. Cloth Extra. Price Gs, 


LEVER’S FOLLY. By C. BE. Basevi. This is the story 
of a crime which, though forgiven, casts its malign influ- 
ence over several innocent lives, and is indirectly the 
cause of the tragic death of one of the principal characters, 
Crown 8vo., cloth, @s, 


GOLD AND THE WOMAN. A Novel. By Atrrep 
Lewis. Author of “ Reaping the Whirlwind,” &c. Crown 
8vo. cloth, @s. 


‘‘ The book is written with great vividness and well sustains the reader's 
attention.’’—-Scotsman. 


RAVELTOFT: A STORY OF THE ORKNEYS. 
By Henrt Luxen. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 


H.M. the Queen has graciously accepted a copy of “ Raveltoft.” 


“ Like the Islands, the story is storm-swept, and is full of heroic spirit.’' 
-Madam. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE. Farringdon Street, E.C. 
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WHITE ROSE LEAVES. By Entity RicuiNes (Author — 
of “Sir Walter’s Wife,” etc., etc., ete. Crown 8vo. Cloth — 
extra. Price 68. | 

This romance contains the tragic record of Queen Elizabeth 

Wydvile’s troubled life, in one of the most eventful ages of our 

national history. A love story between one of the court scribes and 

a lady-in-waiting serves as the thread, binding together the facts of a 

career marked by deep sorrows and cruel wrongs, suffered with noble 

endurance and unexampled fortitude. The statements regarding Queen 
and Court, and the alleged conditions of English life—especially in the 

Eastern Counties—have been carefully verified by contemporary 

documents—the chronicles of Norfolk proving a fruitful field from 

whence accurate information may be gleaned from lawsuits, private 
correspondence, wardrobe accounts, and city archives. 

The British Museum and Record Office embalm the priceless 
memories which serve as the background of the Fifteenth Century 


picture. Love and loyalty, courage and faith, shone out in undying 
lustre from the darkness of a rude and violent age, which strained their 
invincible power to the utmost limit. The heavenly light irradiating 
heart and conscience, though often burning dimly through the prevailing 
sloom, was never entirely extinguished, and the collapse of the social 
(:brics in the Fifteenth Century provided material for reconstruction, 
ind initiated the dawn of a brighter day. 


‘Readers who are fond of a historical romance. .. will find their own in Emily Riching’s 
interesiing story, ‘White Rose Leaves. “—Scolsman. 


6 Accurate and life-like. . . Will be appreciated.” — The People. 


‘Crowded with interesting details and rich in colour." —Dundee A dveritser. 


THE PLAYER. By B. M. Fisuer. Crown 8vo. Cloth 
extra. Price 6S. 


“The Player” is a story divided into three parts. The first deals 
with the hero’s concluding schooldays—wasted in playing many practical 
jokes. 

The second part describes his vain efforts to earn his own living in 
fondon; while in the third he meets with a great adventure, on the 
crest of which, bruised and despairing, he is carried back to his own 
people and country. 
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London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


MY FACSIMILE; or, Isa’s Story. By Fuonence B_ 


’ 


Attcock. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. Price 6s. 


The story of two girl cousins who are brought up in totally different 
spheres of life. The one is stolen from her mother when almost a 
baby bya ne’er-do-well father, and brought up in a travelling circus 
till she is about seven years old, when, at her father’s death, a youth in 
the company, named Dick Randall, out of pique to the proprietor, 
gets her away, and though he never loses sight of her, he leaves her at 
the door of a lodge, where she is found and eventually adopted by the 
‘man and woman living there, and afterwards by their mistress, a 
wealthy American widow. 

The other girl is brought up by her grandmother, and lives at a 
cottage in the heart of the country. At the death of the latter, the girl 
takes a post in London as a Board School mistress. Dick Randall, who 
develops into a young man of a shady character, happens to come 
across her path, and, to serve his own ends, through his studied 
machinations, the two girls are eventually brought together, when the 
resemblance to each other is so marked, the identity of the one can 


only be proved by the girl’s own mother. 


-—_-_-_--_—_—_——— 


REBELS. By Evcar Frere. Crown 8vo. Price 68. 


‘Mr. Edgar Frere is a new novelist to me, but his story “‘ Rebels” is very good, and interest- 
ing enough to make one desire his better acquaintance. ‘' Rebels” is full of good things, well put. 
The story chiefly deals with the search of a girl—compelled to earn her own living—for employment, 
and the trouble she had in finding it, and of the adventures by flood and field experienced by her 
lover. If “Rebels” is Mr. Frere’'s first novel, one will await his next with considerable 
interest.” —7he Pelican. 

‘" An interesting novel, well written, with an excellent plot and a pretty love vein running 
through it. A story worth reading.”—Bristol Times. 

‘" Rebels’ is ‘a rare story. Mr. Frere has set out to give his readers something 
interesting. ’—Dundee Advertiser. 

‘* Amusing and convincing. . . » —Darly Telegraph. 

‘He gives us a typical sketch of love that did not run too sinoothly for a worthy man and 


a still worthier woman.”— IV, Morning News. 
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London: HENRY J. DRANE, F arringdon Street, E.C, 


Having played with life, and been played with by life, heedless J at 
finally realises that tbe world is not an oyster to be prized open by a 
jester’s frail bauble. So, earnestly and humbly, he turns over a new 


leaf, and in the end wins for himself a true helpmate, and the respect 


of his fellow men. 


‘« Strikingly original and briskly interesting."— Dundee Advertiser. 

‘‘Related with gusto and spirit. . . . Pleasantly told."—Glasgow Herald, 

‘An unusual type, written especially for those standing on the threshold of life. "—Review of 
Gent i's. 


‘' Wonderfully attractively written... . Itis excellent in every way.”—Western Morning 


'' Decidedly amusing. What happened must be left to the readers to discover for themselves.” 
5S. Af. Gasette. 


ZENOBIA. By W.S. Rock. Crown 8vo. Price 6S. 


‘A mystical story assuming the doctrine of reincarnation and accepting the teachings of 
esoteric Buddhism."—Dundee Advertiser. 


‘' Its idealism is noble and suggestive." —Dundee Courier. 


‘‘ Certainly it is a very strange story. The author has furnished a fascinating story.” 
— Manchester Courier. | 


} 


MY WIFE SAYS. By J. Henry Harris (Author of 
‘ Esther’s Pilgrimage,” “ Saint Porth,” “Cornish Saints and 
Sinners,” ete., etc. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. Price 6s, 


FIRST PRESS OPINIONS. 
‘‘She is a douce, sensible, downright and voluble body."—The Times. 


“Interesting for the imaginative skill with which the chapters paint familiar types of 
racter . A good book.” —Scolsman. 


"My Wife’ is, in fact, a worthy successor to Mrs. Caudle.”—Newcastle Chronicle, 

‘A modern and humanised Mrs. Caudle.”—Sportsman. 

‘“ When she begins to talk again we are quite reacy to listen to her." —The People, 

‘‘ It will be thoroughly enjoyed, and does its write: Creat credit."—Liverpfool Daily Post. 


‘Good banter, lasting through two hundred and fort --three pages... save a dull dinner 
party. If we were treating of a sauce, we should call it pi uant.”—Morning Post, 


_ ““My Wife’ is just a very womanly woman, fond o! rattle and innocent ZOSSIp, and, at 
times, Just a little delightfully inconsistent and thoughtless. an this record of ‘ evening chats" we 

get to know her quite well, and it is with real regret that we say good-bye. What she 
call and Just how she says it, is not for us to reveal here. That is a pleasure in store for 
the f readers of the book, who should be many."—Clapham Observe. 


"The book is amusingly provocative—just like the scolding, cantankerous, and lovable 
woman who prodded her husband until he made headway in his profession and was able to raise 
(ie standard of family comfort. But every busy man of somewhat indolent temperament (like 
inyself) will sympathise with the final word of the husband in parenthesis—{* But the increased 

put aw end for a time to our evening chats, and I sometimes think I am the poorer after 
il) Yes, Success has its price, and so has this book, which cap be had for 6s. from the 


publishers.” Cornish Velegrapha. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 
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AS THE SPARKS FLY UPWARD. _By Lapy Napier 
(of Magdala). A Society Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth. 
Price @s. 
‘‘ Readers who like an old-fashioned story, simply and easily told, with 
a proper quantum of sentiment and love-making, will enjoy ‘ As the Sparks 


Fly Upward.’ As the title implies, the tale is tragic in the ending.’’—Daily 
Telegraph. 


‘‘The company into which we are taken is both surprising and unplea- 
sant . . . shows a sense of the dramatic, and there is an incident with 
a ghost that is good and gives one a moment's thrill.”"—The Standard. 


‘ Great merit oroves that she has some power of puttin character on 
) 4 
paper.’’—- Woman. 


‘‘ Lady Napier evidently does not approve of modern society; she looks 
back to other days with regret ; and if her picture of modern manners is 
correct, she is justifled in doingso . . . the bookis a curious compound 
of cynicism and sentiment.’—Daily Mail, 


‘‘ A novel containing plenty of good material.’’—Lady. 


TALES OF SEVEN ISLANDS. By Eve yn Apams. 
Author of ‘Tales of Three Colonies.” A collection of 
Stories dealing with the life and incidents tn the Pacific, 
The scenes are laid variously and the»sphere of them 
embraces such different ways of life as are represented in 
places as widely apart as the Isles of the North Pacific 
and the Southern limits of Australia. They are taken 
from or suggested by, phases of real life, common to any- 
body's experience (or, at least, hearsay) who has lived for 
twenty years where the sound of the surf from the great 
Pacific rollers booms on rock and sand; or in the far 
interior of the silent and lonely land of Australia—where 
the birds and the cicadas are the only “breakers of the 
peace ’—Where there are no railways, no motor-cars, no 
sound of factory whistle, or steamboat syren.—Where 
the writer has looked across miles of green-grey “ bush ” 
the nearest house five hundred miles away! “ Persons” 
loom large in such surroundings.—A man, or a girl, with 
a background of blue Pacific Ocean—not a sail, not a 
drift of smoke in sight—or of dense greenish-grey-white 
barked trees—assumes an importance,— becomes an 
epitome, such as is perhaps incomprehensible to those 
who see humanity tn its thousands. Bvery train and 
tram disgorging its multitudes of commonly dressed, 
ordinarily mannered, ordinary looking “types” of men 
and of women. Crown 8vo, Cloth extra. Price 6s. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


NICHOLAS MOSLEY, LOYALIST. By Rev. B. P. 
Letrs and Mary PB. S. Larrs. Crown 8vo. Price 68. 


UNDER ONE FLAG. By Captain WILLOUGHBY BEDDOBS. 
A Story of the Boer War. Crown 8vo, Price 6S: 


“A touch of realism that is most convincing . . . clear and straight- 
forward, and the story is full of incident.’"—The Onlooker. 


‘(A capital tale of adventure with a pretty love story running through 
it.”—Bristel Times, 


INEXORABLE NATURE, Cloth, Crown 8vo. Price 6s. 


‘(In these days of unlimited output of fiction it is an agreeable surprise — 
to the novel reader to meet with a plot so original as that of ‘ Inexorable 
Nature.’ There is some close and clever observation of life in the tale.”’ 
— Publishers’ Cireular. 


‘‘The author has the knack of getting the most out of a pathetic 
situation. ’—Birmingham Daily Post. 


A GODDESS FROM THE SEA. A story of perils in 
China. By the Author of “Under One Plag.” Crow. 
8vo. Cloth. Price 6s. 

“« A Goddess of the Sea’ will be welcomed as a series of startling 
adventures that have been put upon the page in a spirited manner. 


There is one tremendous scene in which Mr. Rider Haggard’s feats of 
bloodletting are challenged.’—Literary World. 


THOUSANDS HAVE BEBN THRILLED— 
THOUSANDS HAVE YET TO BE THRILLED BY 


THE DRUMS OF FATE. By Roperr Hatirax (Author 


of ‘The Man Between,” “ In Exchange for a Life,” etc.). 
Crown 8vo. Cloth Extra. Price 6s. 


The story of a primitive woman’s heart, with all its passion and 
potentialities, its ugliness and its tender beauty—this book grips while it 
amuses, a3 no book has ever gripped before. It ts the Epic of a London 
woman's struggle from the pit. 


G. R. Sims says:-—‘‘If you want to read a book quite out of the 
common, read ‘The Drums of Fate,’ by Robert Halifax. The principal 
character is a girl who sells flowers near the Angel, at Islington, aid she 
talks the true talk and behaves exactly like what she is. ‘Jo’ Galilee igs 
as original as any petticoat that has flitted across the fiction of the 
twentieth century.”’ 

‘‘Touched with the genuine humour of the London streets.’’—Dat*y 
Telegraph. 

‘‘ A masterpiece of characterization.’’—Saturday Review. 
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TALES OF THREE COLONIES: Tasmania, Austracia, 
AND ZEALANDIA. By Evertyn ADAMs, Crown 8vo,. 

Price 6s. 
‘‘The stories ripple along in an attractive sort of way.’—St. Fames’ 


Gazette. 
‘‘Charmingly written studies of human nature.’’—Midland Express, 


ANTHROPOID APES. By Anprew Merry. A Modern 
Novel. Cloth. Crown 8vo. Price 6s. 


“It is a story with a thrill, The author introduces much incident 
and many striking situations.’—Dundee Advertiser. 


SORRELTOP. By Mrs. EB. CrAwrorp. Crown 8yo. 
Price @S. 

‘“Who could resist a book with so fascinating a title? And there is 
more cleverness in Mrs. E. Crawford’s book, in addition to the charm of 
the name. There is not a little feeling for personality, for the develop. 
ment of character, and for the influence of atmosphere, which is cleverly 


suggested.”’—Daily Telegraph. 


TWO WOMEN. A New Problem Novel. By Harotp 
Tremayneg, author of “ Doris,” “Shears of Fate,” etc., 
etc. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price 6S, 

‘‘ Original in its design. . . The book is written with a good deal of 


cleverness, and is entertaining.”—Daily Telegraph. 
‘“Mr. Harold Tremayne has turned out an excellent story, most 


original.’—The Globe. 


THE RUGGED WAY. By E. Way Et tnzincron, author 
of ‘The Lucky Shot,” “ The Squatter’s Stud,” etc., etc. 


320 pages. With frontispiece by Harry Rowntree. 
Crown 8vo. ‘Cloth. Price @s. 


‘‘ Written with a fine touch for ‘local colour.’ "—The Daily Mail. 
‘‘Here is a charge of murder unravelled with Sherlock Holmes’ 


talent.’’— Tatler. 
‘‘Affords pleasant reading.”—Birmingham Post. 


THE WHITE LADY OF THE ZENANA. A Thrilling 


Romance of India. By Dr. Heten Boucnigr, author of 
‘The Ranee’s Rubies.” Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price 6s, 


IN HONOUR BOUND. A Novel. By S. Moors. Crown 
Svo. cloth, @s. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street. E.C. 
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THE GAME OF LOVE. By WaAttsr Futter. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. Price 6S. | 


‘‘A strong piece of delightful character study.”"—Dundee Courier. 


SIR WALTER’S WIFE. By Emiy Ricuincs. An His- 


torical Romance. Illustrated with Portraits of Sir Walter 
and Lady Raleigh. Large Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price @S. 


“ Of exceeding interest.”—Saturday Review. 
‘A romance of marvellous interest.”—B rmingham Daily Post. 


JOHN TOWNLEY: A TALE FOR THE TIMES. 
By R. Tuynne. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price @Ss. 


‘©A book worth reading.” —Outlook. 
‘‘ There is much of deep interest in this book.’’—Scotsman. 


THE SECRET OF HER LIFE. By Aones M, and 
WituiaAM J. Rowg. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price 6s. 


‘The language palpitates with emotion and sentiment.’’—St. James’s 
Gazette. 


COMRADES. A Novel. By ANnaspet Grey, author of “A 
Spanish Singer,” etc., etc. Demy 8vo., 392 pages. Price 


6S. 


‘“The book begins at high pressure and keeps the pressure at it 
utmost through much more than the ordinary length of a novel.” ; 


THREE MEN AND A MAID. A Novel by Puit- 
LupLow. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price 6s. : 


‘‘ The style is good and full. f promise.’’—Sporting and Dramatic. 
“A highly diverting story.”—Leeds Mercury. 


THE HORNED OWL, By W. Bourne Cooks. 


. Crown 
8vo. Cloth Extra. Price 6s. 


‘‘What distinguishes Mr. W. Bourne Cooke’s story, ‘ The Horned Owl.’ 
from others of the same kind is the care he has taken in the portrayal of 
character ‘It is a tale of mystery, and in such works of fiction generally 
everything is sacrificed to the plot. It is not so with ‘ The Horned Ow]? 
and Mr. Cooke is to be congratulated on an admirable piece of work, 


Plant, Eli Putt, the Vicar, and Mr, Dottery are excellently drawn,.’’— 
Mornino Fost. he 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C, 
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ARDNARIGH. An Irish Novel. By Metvitte Gray, 


Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price 6s. 


‘Many people will read this novel drawn from real life with pleasure.” 
—Christian World. 


THREE LIVES AND A LOVE. By W. H. Parrar. 


Crown 8vo. Cloth, Price @s. 
“Lively and spirited.”—Morning Post. 
“There is plenty of incident in the book . . . written with con- 
siderable smartness.”—The Bookseller. 


A SCOTS LADDIE. By Frank Dawson. Crown 8vo. 


Price @s. 

‘“ A story told in breezy style.” —Dundee Advertiser. 

“A very delightful story.’’—Sussex Daily News. 

‘¢ The unpretentious title of this book gives us no idea of the excellent 
story which the writerhas provided . . . We read the closing chapter 
with genuine regret and will welcome similar work from this promising 
author.’’—Dundee Courier. 


DOROTHY SALVINGTON. By Captain Henry Cortis 
(Author of “ The Idol of the King,” “ An Imperial Love 


Story,” “ Tears of Angels,” &c,, &c.). Crown 8vo. 
Price @s. 
‘“Very well told. . . . the story is a wholesome one,.’’—Literary 
World. 
“ A very pretty little tale, very neatly told.”—Pall Mall Gazette. 


SWEET MISTRESS ANNE. _ By Davip VeNtTors. An 
Historical Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth. Price @s. 
“Mr, David Ventors always succeeds in keeping alive the reader's 
attention.’’—Daily Telegraph. 
‘©’ Sweet Mistress Anne’ is a vigorous and well planned romance of 
Stuart times.’’—Morning Leader. 
“A pleasant little story.”—Publisher and Bookseller, 


THE SECRET OF THE RETREAT. By F. St. Ausyn. 
Cloth, Crown 8vo. Price @s. 

‘There ig no lack of excitement in Mr. St. Aubyn’s new novel. It 
opens with a murder, whieh is quickly followed by a robbery, a haunted 
house, and a clever detective. The plot, if not very original, is well 
conceived, and, on the whole, well worked out. . The prompt arrest of 
Hal St. George by his employer is slightly improbable, although the 
disappearance of the pearls is cleverly managed and the mystery is well 
sustained. . . . . - The best drawn character in the book is Nagger, 
the detective, who deserves much credit for the way he picks up clues and 


none up what at first seems to be a very hopeless situation.’ —Literary 
Vorid. 
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Drane’s Medern Poets. 


This Dainty Series is tastefully bound in blue and 
white covers with gold lettering. Royal 16mo. — 
Price Is. each; or in Persian Calf, 3s. each; Velvet 


Calf, 3s. 6d. eacn. 


POEMS OF PASSION. Seventy-fifth Thousand. By 
ELLA WHEELER WILCOX. 

POEMS OF PLEASURE. Thirty-second Thousand. 
By ELLA WHEELER WILCOX. 


“Mrs. Wilcox in this collection runs the whole gamut of the 
emotions. She is decidedly the most successful of the poetesses of 
the present day.” | 


MAURINE AND OTHER POEMS. Twentieth 
Thousand. By ELLA WHEELER WILCOX. 
“*Maurine’ is a charming story of love and self-sacrifice, told 
in Mrs. Wicox’s delightful style.” 


POEMS OF LIFE. Fifty-second Thousand. By 
ELLA WHEELER WILCOX. 


POEMS OF LOVE. By ELLA WHEELER WILCOX. 


“Mfrs. Wilcox’s Poems are all rich in ideas. She often 
ondenses a whole page in a stanza, and leaves the great truth 
parkling and ciearer than the orator would make it in a 
laboured argument.” 

“May be read with distinct pleasure.”"—Manchester Guardian. 

‘A shilling’s-worth to buy and keep.” —Puccadilly. 

“The Poems all have the supreme note of brevity, and they 
rul with an easy lilt.’”—Sunday Times. 

‘ Contains some very charming and musical verses.”—Scottish 


THE GARDEN OF MEMORIES. By Masset 


(GREENWOOD. 


Lindon ; HENRY J, BRANE, Farringdon Street, EC. 


THE LOVE LETTERS OF A VAGABOND. A 
small volume of spirited Poems. By E. HERon- 
ALLEN. 

“A very good example of the verse that celebrates the 
fashionable emotions of the period.”—Court Circular. 


FORTY FANCIES AND SEVEN SONGS. A 
volume of Poems. By AMELIA M. BARKER. 


Dedicated by special permission to H.R.H. The Princess of Wales, 


BITS OF GLASS. By EpitH RikorFr. Royal 16mo. 
Is. 
“ Shows considerable facility.”—Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 
“Full of poetic promise.’—Madame. 
“Miss Edith Rikoff possesses ideas.” —Tatler. 


POEMS AND VERSES. By Morris HAWKSLEY. 


LIFE’S LESSON. By Morris HAWKSLEY. 


SKY LYRICS. By Cyntuia HvuME. 


POEMS. By ArRTHuR F. CLARKE. 


‘‘Very chaste in style.”—Dundee Courter. 


CHICKS ‘*A.”’ A collection of Children’s Verses, 
by CHANTICLEER. 


PASSING POEMS. By J. W. Por, MA. 


THE RED KING’S DREAM. By E. M. RUTHER- 
FORD. Is. 


The Dundee Courier says: “‘ We have rarely seen such mental 
galent, coupled with such true poetic fervour and fancy.” 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringden Street, E.¢. 


THE IMPERIALIDEAL. By Aticg E. Rowe, F. PH., ENG, 
Preface by the Rav. JoHN HicHwoop, M.A., D.C.L., 


Principal of St. Columbus’ College, Durham, Director of 
Law Studies, Wolsey Hall, Oxford. 


‘An ingenious idea worked up into an Empire poem, with a fine lyrical 
swing that should make it popular. A passionate love of Empire is shown 
in this rhapsody, and the hand that penned the lines would wield a sword 
in defence of its country without uncertainty or hesitation. As a Corona- 
tion Souvenir this little book bas no equal, and should find a place in 
many a home during this Imperial Year, for each of our great possessions 
iS represented, and none of their various charactcristics forgotten. 

‘There is poetry as well as patriotism in the various lyrics contained 
in this volume,’’—Publishers’ Circular. 


SONGS OF HOME AND COUNTRY. By Atice a. 
IOowB, PF, PH., ENO, Bythe same Author, uniform with the 
above. 

‘' A small collection of verse, humorous, grave, and gay. It leads one 
on through many varied scenes, lowly firesides and castle walls, summer 
days and cornfields, cloudy skies and beating rain all blended with the 
sunset, love of country and home. Appealing in its simplicity and in its 
desire to reach the hearts of mankind. 

‘Sweet, natural and healthy verse.’’—Publishers’ Circular. 


ROSES AND RUE. 4 selection of charming poems by 


KATHLBEN GAMBLE. 
‘Pretty little Verses.’—The Times. 
‘Full of sweet melody and graceful sentiment.’’—Publishers Circular, 
‘Many of these give voice to sweet memories and tender regrets 
The unaffected ease of the versification is more pleasing than 
much one reads that is written in a more pretentious vein.’—Dundee 
Courter, 


THOUGHTS IN VERSE. By A. G. Czar. 
VIENEAS AND PALIMA and other Poems by Lity Mary 


DaAvIs. 


SOLITUDE. A Romance of Sherwood Forest. A Poem In 
four parts. By Syria WALKER. 


\FTER THE CONFESSION. A Volume of charming 
Verses. By Dr. ApoLPpHE DANzicER. Author of “Helen 
Polska’s Lover,” etc., ete. Price Is, 


RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Translated into 


English by Epwarp FirzceRa.p. 


—— 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


‘“*MABEL.”’ In red cloth, gilt. Price Is. 

A powerful lyric that traverses the whole domain 
of mental, moral, and spiritual philosophy in, the 
elucidation of its theme—Love. The author discards 
all time-worn traditions, both in the style and 
subject of his verse—establishing a new epoch -n 
poetry. In short, “ Mabel” is probably the first world 
poem ever written. 


O’ER SOUTHERN SEAS. A volume of Poems. 
By G. J. TRARES. Cloth extra, bevelled boards. 
Price 6s. 372 pages. 


ECCE SOMNIATOR VENIT. By R. J. Ripout. 
_rice 2s. 6d. nett. 


EPICS AND LEGENDS OF EMPIRE. By 
CHARLES KENT. Price 2s. 6d. nett. 


THE JOSEPH JINGLE BOOK, By Mostyn 
Picerr, Price. Ie. 
“Mr. Pigott’s skill in topical verse is well known . . . 1S 
extremely clever and amusing.’ — Liverpool Courier. 
“Extremely smart verses apropos to the fiscal policy question.” 
—Dundee Advertiser. 


THE DEVIL AND I. A Philosophical Drama 
in twelye scenes. By LEONARD LLoyD. 4to, 
cloth elegant, bevelled boards. Price 6s. 

“Vigorous thought and imaginative power.”—Glasgow Herald, 


MESSALINA. By F. J. WinBo_t. A Tragedy based 
upon certain events in the reign of Emperor 
Claudius. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 
os. Gd. 


‘It should be read with interest by every one.’’—Scotsman. 


METRICAL TALES AND TALK. By ALFRED 
E. Newsy. Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 


“A substantial volume of verse on a variety of topics.’"— 
Scarborough Post. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


THE TRAIL OF THE JESUIT. By Cruste Maxton, 
Crown 8vo. Cloth Extra. Price 6S. 
“Miss Maxton can depict character and tell a tale effectively.”’— 
Birmingham Datly Post. 
“An extremely good story.”’—Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 


A FAIR SUFFRAGETTE. — By AobRrIENNE MoLtwo. 
Price @S. 
In addition to an excellent plot, the author makes a most sensible pro- 
position by which the Women’s Suffrage Question may be settled. 


AN ANCIENT ENGLISHMAN. By _Vixcent Wricur. 
(A Modern Rip Van Winkle). Crown 8vo. Cloth Extra. 


Price 6S. 

‘Mr. Wright has real talent.’’-—Publishers’ Circular. 

‘In ‘An Ancient Englishman,’ Mr. Vincent Wright professes to tell 
the experiences of an Elizabethan worthy who, after supping with 
Shakespeare and fighting under Sir R. Grenville, is put to sleep by a 
potien for 300 years, to revive in 1906 in modern England. The idea 1s 
not bad. . . .’—Review of Reviews. 


HEIR TO A MILLION. By Ccunire Maxton. Crown 
8vo. Cloth Extra. Price 6S. 
ee - interesting Irish story, well though simply written,’—Lsterary 
orld. 
‘(A story which interests, us.”—Gentlewoman. 
_ “Readers who like a go d, straightforward story will find this book 
interesting.’’—Liverpool Courter. 


CHATEAU BLUEBEARD. By Mrs. Lewis Lerps. 


Crown 8vo., cloth extra. Price @s. 


THE TOPMOST RUNG. A Novel by AtFrep W. EYLgs. 


Crown 8vo., cloth extra. Price 6S. 


A 


THE MARRIAGE BONDS. A Novel by S.A. and JEANIB 


Turk. Crown 8vo., cloth extra. Price ©@s. 


THE BERESFORDS—AN ORDINARY FAMILY. 
=). wre M. TAytor. Crown 8vo., cloth extra. 
rice @S. 


THE REPENTANCE OF CYRUS KEEN. A Novel 


by SAIE FreEsTONR. Crown 8vo., clothextra. Price @s, 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


Books on Sport, Travel, etc. 


GATES OF THE EAST. By Hume NIsseEt. 
Author of “ Hathor,” “‘ The Matador,” “ Memories 


of the Months,” &c., &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with coloured plates. 6s. 


THROUGH THE MALAY ARCHIPELAGO. By 
Miss EmMILy RIcHINGS. Crown 8vo. 6s. 


“The magnificent archipelago that extends from the southern- 
most extremity of Asia to the northernmost parts of Australia 
is practically a terra incognita to the ordinary globe -trotter. 
But Miss Richings has penetrated the islands of dense vegetation, 
and shows that this disconnected group possesses charms which 
are deserving of notice from the botanist and geologist, the 
archeologist, and possibly the mining engineer.”’—Liverpool Daily 
Post. 


AT HOME IN INDIA. By Mrs. HERBERT 
REYNOLDS. Price 6s. 
“The outcome of a remarkably well-kept diary 
pleasant and attractive reading.” —Country Life. 


EVERYDAY LIFE ON A CEYLON COCOA 
ESTATE. By Mary E. Steuart. Illustrated 
with twenty pictures from photographs by 
F. Skeen & Co., of Colombo. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. Price 6s. 

“The book gives us a lively and graphic picture of conditions 
of life on an estate.”—The Spectator. 

“Will be found delightful reading both in Ceylon and at 
home, more especially by those in quest of information concerning 
this still little known but lovely quarter of the globe.”— 
Ceylon Independent. 


Londen: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringden Street, £.¢. 


WHALING IN MANY SEAS AND CAST 
ADRIFT IN SIBERIA. With a Description 
of the Manners, Customs, and Heathen Cere- 
monies of various Tribes of North-Eastern 
Siberia. By DaviD WILKINSON. Price 6s. This 
book is profusely illustrated from photographs. 
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WITH RUNDEL’S EIGHTH DIVISION IN 
SOUTH AFRICA. Dedicated by Special Per- 
mission to Lord Foberts. Being a Volunteers 
experience with the Division, 1go0-1902. by 
Ti Mas CHARLES WETTON, ex - Volunteer, 
R.AM.C., 23rd Field Hospital, and ex-Treopel 
34th Battalion Imperial Yeomanry. With many 
‘ilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 6s. 
580 pages. 
UNIFORM WITH THE ABOVE. 

WITH METHUEN IN SOUTH AFRICA. By 
HS. GaAskKeit. Pete’ Os. 


FLORENCE ISLAND. How it was peopled and 
converted from an uninhabited island into a 
sportsman’s paradise. By E. BuRTON DURHAM 
(Lutra). Author of “Lady Gillie,” ‘“‘ Month's 
Shooting Holiday, ~ Shooting on an East Coast 
Island,” &c., &c. 


REMINISCENCES OF A POOR HUNTING 
MAN. . Being Sundry Episodes in the Life of 
Charles Wilsillison, told by himsell. Price 
9, 6d. nett. Edited by HaroLtp TREMAYNE. 
Author of “’ Two Women,” &c. 


REYNARD'S REMINISCENCES. Price 2s. Gd. 
nett. Edited by HaxoLp TREMAYNE. A com- 
panion volume to the above. 


‘ondea: WENRY J. DRANE, Farringéen Street, E.C, 
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CIRCLING THE GLOBE BY SEA AND LAN), 
The record of a personal experience, by James 
WALKER. Artistic lly bound in cloth. 4 
illustrations. 5 route maps. Price IQs: 6d. 

“One of those fascinating t-avel-aud-talk books which are 
now-a-days so popular. . . . Here and there a vivid touch 
gives an illuminating suggestion of some phase of native 
life, custom, or religion, or of the character of the country through 
which the author is conducting the reader, and both atmosphere 
and life are admirably suggested.’ —Liverpool Courier. 


REMINISCENCES OF MANY LANDS. Being 
Extracts from the [Five Years’ Journal of a 
Wanderer. Price 6s. By A Nomad (Dr. Rk. 
Brooks PoprHuaM, M.R.C.P_E., F.L.S.).  Illustra- 
tions by VioLa G. WoUuLFE, FORBES ASHBURNER, 
W. F. Cotes, and from original photographs. 


And by the same Author. 


FURTHER NOTES BY THE WAY. By A Nomap 
ON THE PROWL. Price $s. 6d. 


THE LOG OF A LINER.. By W. Haro_tp Tuomson, 
Callander. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 

A humorous travel-story by arising young Scottish 

writer, the action of which takes place aboard a liner, 

voyaging from London to Sidney (via the Suez Canal), 


“Just the book to relieve the monotony of a journey by land 
or sea.”— The Scotsman. 


LIFE AND LABOUR IN AUSTRALIA. By E. 
WALTHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

A book that should be read by all who take an 
interest in Austraha. Written by one who has studied 
the question on the spot, it is undoubtedly the most 
up-to-date work treating on the economic social 
problems of the country. 


Lond; HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Streei, EC. 
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PETER QUINN’S BOOK OF MARVELLOUS 
FAIRY ‘TALES. By the children’s friend, 
PETER QUINN. Illustrated with many full-page 
plates, and handsomely bound in cloth. Price 
os. Od. ; 

WHEN ALL THE WORLD WAS YOUNG. by 
W. Sr. IvEN. Price ds. 6d. 

“A picture of rural life among young folks which country 
people will enjoy. It has a number of pretty illustrations. — 


Scotsman. 


THE GRANNY GROWLER STORIES. By 
ETHEL WELTCH. With 12 full-page illustrations 
by W. F. COLeEs. Handsomely bound in cloth. 
Price 3s. 6d. 


Re et a et 
MR. TUMPSY. By CHARLES Crort. Illustrated 


throughout by G. E. KRuUGER. Handsomely 
hound in cloth. Price ds. Gd. 
“ An attractive book.”—Morning Leader. 
“Will seem realistic enough by many nursery firesides.” —Daily 
Telegraph. | 
“ Briskly narrated and not lacking in original touches. ’— 
Guardian. 


STORIES OF THE WIND. By MADAME KARLOTT 
BLossE. With many full-page illustrations by 
W.F. Coes. Price ds. 6d. 
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MOTORING THROUGH DREAMLAND. By 
= W. WALTERS. With 20 illustrations. Price 
s. 6d. 


DOINGS IN DOGLAND. A story for all those 
who love dogs. By Guy RAWLENCE. With 12 
illustrations. Price ds. Gd. 
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THE KING OF THE CATS. A Christmas 
Story for older children. Written and illustrated — 
with 18 original drawings by A. C. Stannys. _ 
Price ds. 6d. 

“ Excellently illustrated by the author.” —Litevary World, 
“ An amusing story of animal life.”’—Observer. 


— 


THE ROCKING CHAIR’ STORIES. By 
LILIAN SIMPSON. With many full-page illus- 
trations by W. F. Cotes. Crown 4to. Price 
ds. Od. 


FARM-YARD STORIES. By Mapame Kartort 
BLOssE. Illustrated. Price 3s. 6d. 


Prize Books for Boys and Girls. 


THE LAND OF THE LIVING DEAD. A 
Startling Tale of Adventure. By Near Fyne. 
With eight full-page illustrations by E. A. 
FIOLLOWAY. 


IVY. By A. H. Biccs. Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 
os. 6d. 


THAT CONCEITED VANITY. By Extza CoarTss. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 


TED BUS, THE CRIPPLE, AND HIS MAR- 
VELLOUS EXPERIMENTS, By EDMUND 
ARNOLD. Illustrated with twelve plates. Price 
as. 6d. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C 


Drane’s Remarkable Bajou Biographies. 


The Volumes are, as the name of the series indicates, small, It is 
gible to oarry them in the jacket pocket without the slightest 
1mCOn Venience. 
They are, in printing, paper, and binding, equal in quality to any 
helf-orown volume on the market. 
Authoritatively Written, Weil Printed, Substantially Bound (ia Green Cloth), 
White Fell Lettering, with Special Portraits, 
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What the Press says the Bijons are :— 

‘Tn an age when ‘extracts,’ ‘essences,’ and ‘tabloids’ are so much in 
favour such highly-compressed literature will no doubt be popular.’’— 
Morning Pest. 

‘‘ These little books are ‘interesting, informative, and cleverly written 
. . . deserve much more than a success de curiosite . . . Got up very 
prettily, quite wonderfully soe, in binding, paper, and type. A collection 
on a bookshelf would have a very attractive appearance.”—Saturday Review. 

‘ Conocisely writtea, clearly printed, and give just the facts that busy 
people are anxious to know.”—Lloeyd’s News. 

“They are compact in form, and full of information, tersely and 
lucidly given,”’—Sunday Sun. 

‘‘ Delightfully dainty little volumes for sixpence.’’—Lady’s Pictorial. 

“Daintily bound and printed, these concise and well-written little 
volumes are pleasant to read.”—Glasgow Daily Mail. 

‘‘In each oase the biographer has done his work well.”—Western 
Morning News. 


Price Sixpence each. 
THE RT. HON. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN, M.P. 


By ARTHUR WALLACR. 
he Sunday Sun commends it ‘to the Anglophobe at home and abroad.” 


LORD KITCHENER. By W. Praneis Arrxen. 
‘A bright, lively book,” says Lloyd’s, 


LORD ROBERTS. By Ernest Russex. 
‘‘ Deserves to be called brilliant,’ according to the Glasgow Daily Mail, 


MR. JOHN BURNS, M.P. By G. H. Knorr. 
‘‘ By no means the least interesting of the Bijou Biographies.’’—Lloyd’s, 


LORD SALISBURY. By Bowarp Satmon. 
DR. W. G. GRACE, By Acron Wve. 


a 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, F; 


rdor Street, E.C, 


PRICE ONE SHILLING EACH—Double Volumes 
HIS MAJESTY KING EDWARD VII. By Harry 


HATES. 
MISS MARIE CORELLI. By Kent Karr. Double Volume. 
LORD KELVIN. By J. Munro. Double Volume. 
VISCOUNT WOLSELEY. By Ernesr Russet. 
THE RT. REV. THE BISHOP OF LONDON. By 


F, J. MBLVILLE. 


A Book every lady ought to have. 
THE ART OF BEING BEAUTIFUL. By SG. In 


cloth covers. Price Js, 
“Will be read with interest by women.”—The Graphic. 
‘‘Such works are no doubt needed.”"—The Scotsman. 
‘“* Has agitated the entire office.”’—St Jame’s Gazette. 
‘‘ The book is well worth reading for the good natured cynicism of the 
witty Baroness and the useful advice which will be found in its pages,’”’—. 
Public Opinion. 


‘The counsels of this book are . . . full of sense. "—S pectator. 
BAGATELLES. By C.M. Tugosatp. A _ volume of 
romantic, vivid and realistic stories. Crown §8vo. 


Bevelled boards. 3s. 6d. 
IRISH DROLLERIES. By J. J. Moran. Author of “A 


deformed Idol,” “Irish Stew,” etc. Crown 8vo. Cloth 


extra. Price Os. 6d. 
‘Mr. Moran has the gift of seeing the humour of Irish life on more sides 


. than one ... . Nothing could be more laughable.’’—Literary World. . 
‘‘ His humour is infectious and racy of the soil. His pages teem with 
fun and adventure.” —Reynold’s Newspaper. 


‘‘Mr. Moran is a perfect master of the art of storywriting. —The People. 

‘‘ Mr. Moran is the most interesting living writer of Irish dialogue.” 
— Star. 

‘‘ Underlaying the simplicity of his style there is a wealth of power.’’—- 
Pall Mall Gazette. 


WISIONS. A selection of stories brightly told by L. Vero 
ATKINSON. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. Price 3s, 6d. 
Lhe Chinese Labour Question. 


THE TRANSVAAL LABOUR PROBLEM. By Dr. 
A. E, Munro. (of Johannesburg). Price Qs, 6d. nett.; 
or in Paper Cover, Is. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, E.C. 


GRAFTON CHIMES. By W. Maurice ADAMS. 
Cloth extra. ds. 6d. 

“Mr. Adams sings pleasantly enough of home and early life. 
- _-He-has a tuneful ear and manages rhyme and rhythm with 
skill.’—Dundee Advertiser. 

“Very quaint and attractive. . . . The language 1s well 
chosen and the rhythm is very pleasing and musical. 
Will be sure to be read and enjoyed by many.’ —Dundee Courier. 

“There is considerable poetic facility in ‘Grafton Chimes.’ ”’ 
Liverpool Courier. 


‘QUEEN OF THE EARTH.” 2 Vols. in dainty 
covers. Price Is. 

A military epic based upon the prospect of an 
extensive European war in the near future. The poem 
is heroic and inspiring—relieved occasionally by flashes 
of humour, but of so grim a character as to add to, 
rather than detract from, the stern reality of its martial 
conception. 


BACK NUMBERS... A collection of Poems that 
have appeared in “The Onlooker.” By DENNIS 
DuVAL. 24mo. Paper cover in two colours. 
Price Is. 


“Smart parodies. . . . There is a capital swing about them.” 
—Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 


VIXEN’S RACE AND OTHER POEMS. By 
WILLIAM McMurray. Very suitable for 
recitations. 


THE ROSWICK BLEND. A collection of Poems, 
with over 30 full-page illustrations. By JouHN 
HAMILTON MARTIN. Price 6s, 


SKETCH POEMS. From the portfolio of a 
Wandering Artist. Dedicated to Madame 
Gabrielle Apostoloff. By Henry S. PERKINs. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street. E.C. 


Plays: Comedies, Tragedies ¢ Dramas. 


THE NEW CINDERELLA AND OTHER 
PLAYS. By Lapy C. M. GaskeLLt. Crown 
Svo, cloth. Price 6s. 


The above volume contains the following plays, 
which can be had separately in paper covers. Price 
6d. each, post free 7d. 


‘‘The New Cinderella.’’ ‘‘The Enchanted Garden,” 
‘‘The Course of True Love never did run smooth.’ 
‘‘There’s Many a Slip ’Twixt Cup and Lip.’’ 

‘*The Return of Spring.’’ ‘*Love’s Triumph.” 
‘‘Every Cloud has a Stiver Lining.” ‘‘ Boscobel,” 
‘all is not Gold that Glitters.”’ 

‘‘God Fulfils Himself in Many Ways.” 

‘‘Our New Governess.’’ 


“Bright, short plays (which may be had separately) well suited 
to amateur performance.’’—The Bookman. 

‘“Form very pleasant reading, and prove that the author has 
the dramatic faculty strongly developed.”—Sporting and Dramatic 
News. 

‘‘ Clever, amusing, and should prove suitable for performance 

The characters are well constructed, and the dialogue 
natural.’”’—I/rish Times. 

“The author may be congratulated on having produced a 
dozen creditable plays.""—Literary World. 


“THE GREATER LOVE,” AND OTHER 
PLAYS. By ADELAIDE ST. CLARE. Author of 
“The Iron Ann.” The small-volume contains 
three delightful plays that can be performed 
without fee or premium. Foolscap 8vc, limp 
cloth. Price Is. 6d. nett. 


HEARTHRUG COMEDIES. Contains seven short 
7 Comedies. By D. Limp cloth. Is. nett. 

The Sheffield Daily Telegraph says: “A volume of capital 
little plays.” 

“ Bright little pieces on which ‘amateurs’ would do well te 
expend a shilling.” —Oxford Magazine. 


London: HENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Steel, £.¢. 


THE SWORDSMAN'S FRIEND. A Drama in 
Four Acts. By THOMAS HERBERT LEE. Crown 
8vo, os. Gd. 


“There are thought and fancy in these verses.” Publishers’ 


Circular. 
“An excellent first attempt... . The verse is very good. "— 


Glasgow Herald. 
“ Many of the sonnets have the true poetic ring.”’—Scotsman. 
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ST. KATHARINE’S DAY, AND A SPOILED 

ROMANCE. Crown 8vo, cloth. Gs. 
Two plays by THoMas HERBERT Lee. Author of 
“Phe Swordsman’s Friend.” 
« Effective and well managed.” —Dundee Courier. 
oe a en amen 

LOUIS XI. A Tragedy in Five Acts. By CASIMIR 
DELAVIGNE. Translated into English by FRANK 
HorripGrE. Crown 8vo, stiff covers. Is. 6d. 
nett. 

“Mr. Frank Horridge has done his best with what 1s alwaysa 
dificult task, and in his translation has preserved much of the 
original force.”—Literary World. 

“Highly commendable both in the quality of its blank verse 
and its fidelity to the original.” —Bovkseller. 


EDWARD I. A Drama. By WALLACE LEONARD 
PALMER. Crown 8vo, stiff coveis. Is. 


“Grips the attention of the reader.’—Black and White. 
“A picturesque play.”—Scotsman. 


ROYAL VAGRANTS. An Original Comic Opera 
in Two Acts. By Cyrit Hurst and H. WALDo- 
WARNER. Paper covers. 6d. Performed at the 
Guildhall School of Music. 


SABBIONETA. A Drama in Three Acts. 
.. G. FaALBE. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. Gd. 


‘ondon: WENRY J. DRANE, Farringdon Street, EC. 


Children’s Eitustrated Gitt Books, 
IN THE HEART OF MAKE-BELIEVE J ae ND 
A charming story told in a pleasing manne 
By V. A. PurceLtt. With many full-pez g 


illustrations by W.. F. Cougs. Crown 
bevelled boards. Price 3s. 6d. 


<< 


| THE GIANT’S SHOE. A story book for child en 
By EMILY MACKEE@. IIlustrated bys qua int 
original drawings by W. P. STarmer, A.R.D.S 
Price 3s. Gd. ae 


THE WHITE PRINCE. By Kate Sranway. 
Illustrated with 20 full page and numerous other 
pictures by W. F. Cotes. Cloth extra, bevelled 
boards. White foil and two inks. Price ds. 6d, — 

“Warm praise must be given to ‘The White Prince.’ The 
names of the flowers are endowed with meanings, and a really 
pretty fairy drama is enacted with the flower-spirits of the different 
seasons as drvamatis persone. ’—The Literary World. 


WILHELM’S- FORTUNE, AND OTHER FAIRY 
TALES. By E. Simonet THoompson. Illustrated. 
Price ds. Gd. 
‘“A very cleverly imagined set of stories . . . will prove a 
creat favourite with the young.”—Madam. 


THE TRUE STORY OF TIDDLEY WINKS 
AND TAKEY TUSS. Told by themselves, _ 
and edited by their kind Mistress “Kuirry. a 
Charmingly illustrated, and prettily bound in 
cloth, gilt. Price 3s. 6d. 
“We have here a very prettily got-up book adapted to children. 
It is quite entertaining.”’— The Oucen. | 


tondoa: HENRY J. DRANE, Ferringdon Street, EC. 
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